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SONNET. 



D'ARCY, totBeey wbate*crof happfer vein, 
Smit with the love of Song my youth tSky'd, 

This verfe devotes from Aston's fccret fhadet 
Where letter'd Eafe, thy gift, endears the fcenc 
Here, as the light-wing'd moments glide ferene^ 

I weave the bower, around the tufted mead 

In carelefsflbw the fimple pathway lead, 
And ftrew with Qiany a rofe the (haven green. 
So, to deceive my folitary days, 

With rural toils mgenuous arts I blend. 
Secure from envy, negligent of praife. 

Yet not unknown to fame, if D'Arcy lend 
His wonted fmile to dignify my lays, 

The Mufes Patron, but the Poet's Friend. 

W. MASON. 
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MONODY. 



Sorrowing I catch the reed, and call the mufe ; 
If jsit SL fuufe on Britain's plain abide» 
Since rapt Musaus tun'd his parting ftrain : 
With him the/ liv'd, with him perchance they dfd. 
For who e'er fince tbeir virgin charms efpy'd. 
Or on the banks of Thames, or met their train, 
Where Ifis fparkles to the funny ray ? 
Or have they.deiga'd to play. 
Where Camus winds along his broider'd vale. 
Feeding each blue bell pale> and daifie pied. 
That fling their fragrance round his rufliy fide ? 

Yet ah ! ye are not dead, Coeledial Maids; 
Tmmortal as ye are, .ye may not die : 
Nor is it meet ye fly thefe penfivc glades. 
Ere round his laureate herfe ye heave the figh. 
Stay then awhile, O ftay, ye fleeting fair ; 
Reviiit yet, nor hallow'd Hippocrene, 
Nor Thefpiae's grove ; till with harmonious teea 
Ye footh his ftade, and flowly-dictied air. 

B 2 Such 

NOTE. 

*Mr. Pope died in the year 1744', ^w^otm H^^%^^v«^ 
written. Mod pubUAtd £f fl in the year 1747 • 



Firft, fent from Cam's fair banks, like Palmer old^ 
Came ♦ Tityrus flow, with head all filver*d o'er, 
And in his hand an oaken crook he bore, 
And thus iuintique guife (hort talk did hold. 
" Grete clerk of Fame* is houfe, whofe excellence 
** Maie wele befitt thilk place of eminence, 
** Mickle of wele betide thy houres lalt, 
'* For mich good wirkd to me don and pad. 
** For fyn the days whereas my lyre been (IrongeRy 
'* And deftly many a mery laic I fongen, 
** Old Time, which alle things don malicioufly 
" Gnawen with tufty tooth continually, 
" Gnattrid my lines, that they all cancrid ben, 
*^ Till at the laft thou fmoothen 'hem haft again ; 
** Sithence full femely gliden my ryaies rude, 
" As, (if fitteth thilk fimilitude) 
•* Whand (hallow brooke yrenneth hobling on, . 
** Ovir rough ftbnes it makith full rough fong ; 
** But, them ftones removen, this lite rivere 
^* Stealith forth by, making plefaunt murmere ; 
** So my fely rymcs, whofo may them note, 
•* Thou makift everichone to ren right foie ; 
" And in thy verfe entunift fo fetifelyi 
•* That men fayen I make trewe melody, 
** And fpeaken every dele to myne honoure. 
" Mich wele, grete clerk, betide thy parting houre !*" 

B 3 He 

NOTE. 

Came * Tityrus Sec] i.e. Chaucer, a name frequently 
given him by Spenfer. See Sbep, CaL Eel. a, 6, i a, and 
clfewhere. 



[6.] 

He ceas'd his ham€]7 rhyfiae. 
When * Colin Glout, Eliza? j fliephcrd f^iO) 
The blitheft lad that ever pip'd on plain^ 
Came with his reed foft-warbling on th&wAj, 
And thrice he bow*d his head with' motion xntkl. 
And thus his gliding numbers gaii efiBj'. 

I. 

** f Ah ! lucklefs Twain, aks ! how'art thou I6rn> 
** Who once like me could'ft fVaniie thj pipe to 

" play 
** Shepherds devife, and chear the ling'ring morn : 
** Ne bu(h, ne breere, but learnt thy roundelay. 
** Ah plight too (ore fuch worth to cquai right !' 
*^ Ah worth too high to meet fuch piteous plight! 

II. 

*• But I nought drive, poor Colin, tp compare 
«* My IJobbin's or my Thenot*s ruftic (kill 
*• To thy deft fwains, whofc dapper ditties rare 
'* Surpafs ought elfe of quainteft fliepherd's quUL 
** Ev'n Roman Tityrua, that pcerlefs wight, 
** Mote ^ieid to thee for dainties of delight. 

4* Eke 

NOTE. 

* Colin Claut.] i. t. SpENitic, wfafch name ht gives him- 
felf throughout his works. 

fThe two firft ftanzas of this fpecch, as they relate toFaf- 
toral, are written in the meafure which SJftnfcf tifcB in tht 
firft eclogue of the Sbepherd\ Calendar ; the reft, where ht 
fpeaks of Fable, are in the ftanza of the FAirj ^een^ 
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IIT. 

«< E]tf wiiQ lo Fable's flowery paths you ftrajM, 
*** MaikiAgin euaning feiats triuVa fplendcot facet 
" Nc Sylph, ne Sylphid, but due tendance paid, 
" To MM Bcliada's- lock from felon bafe, 
*' But all mote nought avadl focb harm to chace. 
" Th«n Una fair *gao dfoop her princely mien, 
** Eke Plorimd> 9at& all my faery race : 
** Belinda far furpaiir my beauties fheen* 
'* Belinda^ fiibjje6t meet for fuch foft lay I weeAi 

IV. 

•• Like win viflagc troop of birdlfngs trim, 
" Where Chantideerhrs red oreft high doth hold, 
** And quaking Ducks, that wont in lake to fwinu 
*• And Turkeys proud, and Pigeons nothing bold i 
'' If chance the Peacock doth his plumes unfold, 
^' Eftfoons their meaner beauties all decaying, 
** He glift'neth purple, and he glift'neth goki, 
** Now with bright green, now blue himfelf ar- 

** raying. 
*' Such is thy beauty bright, all other beauties fway- 

•* ing. 



** But why do I defcant this toyifh rhyme, 
<* And fancies light in fimple guife pourtray ? 
** Lifting to chear thee at this rueful time, 
** While as black Death doth on thy heartftrings 

** prey. 
** Yel-rede aright, and if this friendly lay 

B 4 ^^ T:Vqm. 



[8] 
** Thou nathlefs judged all too flight and vain, 
" Let mj well meaning mend my ill eflay : 
** So may I greet thee with a nobler ftrain, 

** When loon we meet for aye, in yon ftar-fprinkled 
** plain." ^ 
LaH came a bard of more majeftic tread, 

And*THYRsis hight by Dryad, Faun, or Swain, 

"Whene'er he mingled with the ihepherd train ; 

But feldom that j for higher thoughts he fed ; 

For him full oft the heav'nly Mufes led 

To clear Euphrates, and the fecret mount, 

To Araby, and Eden, fragrant climes. 

All which the facred bard would oft recount ; 

And thus in ftrain, unus'd in fylvan fliade. 

To fad Mus/Eus rightful homage paid. 

** Thrice hail, thou heav'n-taught Warbler! laft 

" and beft 
*' Of all the train ! Poet, in'whom conjoln'd 
** All that to ear, or heart, or head, could yield 
** Rapture ; harmonious, manly, clear, fublimc. 
** Accept this gratulation : may it chear 
** Thy finking foul -, nor thefe corporeal ills 
'* Ought daunt thee, or appall. Know, in high 

** heav*n 
*' Fame blooms eternal o'er that (pirlt divine, 
•* Who builds immortal vcrfe. ' There thy bold 

" Mufe, 
Which while on earth could breathe Maeonian fire, 

*' Shall 

NOTE. 

*7hyrfis hight.] i.e. Milton. Lycidas and ike Epita- 
phium Damonis are the only Pallorals we have of Milton's ; in 
the latter ofwhich^ where he laments Car, Deodatus under the 
ndtne of Damon j he calls himfelf Tfcyr/ti. 



[9] 
(< Shall foar feraphic heights ; while to her voice 
'' Ten thoufand Hierarchies of Angeb harp 
" Symphonious, «nd with itulcet harmonies 
** Uiher the fong rejoicing. I mean while, 
" To footh thee in thefe irkfbme hours of pain, 
** Approach thy vifitant, with mortal praife 
" To praife thee mortal. Firft, for Rhyme fubduedj 
*' Rhyme, erft the minftrel of primaeval Night, 
*' Aad Chaos, Anarch old : She near their throne 
** Oft taught the ratling elements to chime 
** With tenfold din i till late to earth upborn 
" On ftrident plume, what time fair Poefie 
*• Emerged from Gothic cloud, and faintly fliot 
" Rekindling gleam's of luftrc. Her the fiend 
" Oppreft i forcing to utter uncouth dirge, 
** Runic, or Leonine ; and with dire chains 
** Fettcr'd her fcarcc-fledg'd pinion. I fuch bonds 
'' Aim'd to deftroy, hopelefs that Art coold eafe 
** Their thraldom, and to liberal ufe convert. 
*' This wonder toatclMeve Mus^us came ; 
** Thou cam'ft, and at thy magic touch the chains 
*^ Off dropt, and (pafling ftrange!) foft-wreathed 
.** bands •' 

<« Of flow'rs their place fuppl/d : which well the 

" Mufe 
" Might wear for choice, not force; obftrudtiou 

** none, 
" But lov'lieft ornament. Wond'rous this, yet here 
*' The wonder refts not ; various argument 
** Remains for me, uncertain, where to cull 
*< The leading grace, where countlefa graces charrn^ 
'< Various this peaceful cave ; this mineral roof; 
'• This 'femblage meet of coral, ore, ^ivdftitM*, 
-' Tbefe pointed crj/laJs thro' Ae fii3idov7 c\rfx^ 

B 5 ^ ^i\^V 
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<' Bright glift'ring ; all tbefe dowly dripping yiUs, 
'* That tinkling wander o'er the pebbled fl6or : 
'* Yet not this various p^ceful cave> with this 
** Its mineral roof; nor this aflembkge meet 
" Of coraK ore» and fiidl ; nor mid the ihacie 
*< Thefe pointed cryftafe, glift'ring fair ; nor rills, 
** That wander tinkling o'er the pebbled floor ; 
** Deal charms more various to each raptur'd fcftft, 
" Than thy mellifluous ky — -" 

*< Ceafe, friendly (wain; 
(Mus Aus cry'd, and rab'd hi» aching head) 
** All praise is forbign, but or true desert ; 
<« Plays round the kbad, but comes wot to 

" the heart. 
*' Ah ! why recall the toys of thooghtlefs youth ? 
<« When flow'ry fidHon held the place of truth ? 
*' Ere found to fenfe refign'd the filken rein, 
«« And the light lay ran mufically vain. 
<* O I in that lay had richeft fancy flow'd; 
*' The fyrens warbled, and the graces^ glow'd 
** Had liveliefl: nature, kappieft ftrt combined ; 
*^. That lent each charm, and this each charm refin'd, 
^* Alas ! how little were my proudeft boaft ! 
** The fweetf ft trifier of my tribe at moft. 

** To fway the judgment wUle te feotlis the ear ;' 
** To curb mad paflion in its wild career ; 
«< To wake by fober touch the ufefui lyre» 
«< And rule with rcafonis rigpnr^ fancy's fire r 
'' Be thii the poet's praifb; And this poiieft^ 
'< Take, Dulnefs aod thy dunce^i 1 takttbeceft. 



** Come then that boned fasae^ wb^ tamp^rtte. 
'' ray 
Or gilds the /atire, or the iB0ia\\»7 *« 



** Wkicb dawns, tho' thou, rough Donne f hew out 

** the line : 
** But beams, fage Horace ! from each drain of 

*' thine. 
" O if like thefe, with confcious Freedom bold, 
•' One Poet more his manly meafures rolFd 
*' Like thefe led forth th' indignant Mufe to brave 
*^ The venal (latefman, and the titled flave ; 
" To ftrip from frontlefi Vice her ftars and ftringi, 
** Nor fpare her balking in the fmile of Kings: 
** If grave, yet lively; rational, yet warm ; 
'' Clear to convince and eloquent to charm : 
•* He poured, for Virtue's caufe ferene along 
*• The pureft precept, in the fweeteft fong : 
*• If, for her caufe, his heav'n-direftcd plan 
^* Mark'd each meander in the maze of man; 
** Unmov'd by fophiilry, unaw'd by name, 
•< No dupe to doArines, and no fool to fame 5 
** Led by no iyftem's devious glare aftray, 
•• That meteor-like, but glitters to betray. 
'* Yes, if bis foul to reafon's rule refign*d, 
** And htavVs own views fair-op'ning on his mind, 
'** Caught from bright nature's fkme the living ray, 
** TTiro' paffion's cloud pour'd in refiftlefs day j 
*' And taught Mankind in reasoning Pride's defpite, 
•* That God is wisi, and all that is is right : 
^' If this his boaft, pour here the welcome lays f 
** Praife lefs tiian this is mockery of praife." 

** To pour that praife be mine," fair Virtue cryM, 
And (hot, all radiant, thro' an op'ning cloud. 
But ah ! my Mufe, how will thy voice ezprels 
Th^immortat ftrain, harmonious, as it flow'd ? 
/// fbita //nmortal ftrain a doiic die(^ ^ 
And At too bigb already haft thou iA%:C^« 
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Enough for fhee, that when the lay was o'ec. 
The goddefs clafp'd him to her throbbing bread. 
But what might that avail ? Blind Fate before 
Had op*d her fhears, to cut his vital thread ; 
And who may dare gainfay her ftern beheft ? 
Now thrice he wav*d the hand, thrice bow'd the head^ 
And figh'd his foul to reft. 

Now wept the Nymphs ; v^itnefs ye waving fhades ! 
Witnefs, ye winding ftreams ! the Nymphs did weep : 
The hcav'nly Goddefs too with tears did fteep 
Her plaintive voice^ that echo'd thro' the glades ; 
And, ** cruel gods," and,, ** cruel ftars," (he cry'd : 
Nor did the ihepherds, thro' the woodlands wide. 
On that fad day, or to the penfive brook, 
Or (ilent river, drive their thirfty flocks : 
Nor did the wild-goat brouze the (hrubby rocks : 
And Philomel her cuftom'd oak forfook : 
And rofes wan were wav'd by zephyrs weak. 
As Nature's felf was fick: 
And every lily droop'd its (ilver head. 
Sad fympathyl yet fure his rightful meed, 
Who. charm'd all nature ; well might Nature mourH 
Thro' all her choiceft fweets Musaus dfad. 

Here 

IMITATION. 

Then toept the Nymphs^ &c.] 

Extindtum Nymphae crudeli funere Daphnim 

Flebant : vos coryli teftcs &e flumina Nymphis, 

Cum, complexa fiii corpus mii'erabile nati, 

Atque deo8 atque aftra vocat crvdelia Mater. 

Non ulli paftos illis egcre diebus 

Frigida, Daphni, boves ad jQumina *, nulla neque amjiem 

Libavit qaadrupes, aec gramihis attigit herbam. 

Vino. Eel. 5, 
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Here end we, Goddefs ! this your fhepbcrd fang. 
All as his hands an ivy chaplet wove. 
O ! make it worthy of the facred Bard j 
And make it equal to the (hepherd's love. 
Thou to accept the ftrain with meet regard : 
For fure, bleft Shade, thou hear'ft my doleful fong ; 
Whether with angel troops, the ftars among, 
From golden harp thou calFft feraphic lays ; 
Or, for fair Virtue's caufe, now doubly dear. 
Thou ftill art hov'ring o'er our tunelefs fphere ; 
And mov'ft fome hidden fpring her weal to raifc. 

Thus the fond fwain his doric oat eflay'd. 
Manhood's prime honours riling on his check : 
Trembling he drove to court the tuneful maid 
With ftripling arts, and dalliance all too weak, 
Unfeen, unheard, beneath an hawthorn (hade. 
But now dun clouds the welkin 'gan to ftreak : 
And now down-dropt the larks, and ceas'd their ftrain : 
They ceas'd, and with them ceas'd the Ihepherd fwain. 

IMITATION. 

Here end ive, Goddefs! &c.] 

Haec fat erit Divae veflrum ceciniffe Poetam, 

Dum fedet, et gracili fifcellam texit hibifco, 

Pierides vos hsec facietis maxima Gallo : 

Oailocuju8 amor, Sff. ViRO.Ec. lo. 
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O D E I. 

To M E M O R r. 
I. 

• Ti^OTHER OF wisdom! thou, whofefway 

JL V X The throng'd ideal hoft obey ; 
Who bid'lt their ranks, now vanifh, now appear. 
Flame in the van, or darken in the rear j 

Accept this votive verfe. Thy reign 

Nor place can fix, nor power reftrain. 
All, all is thine. For thee the car, and eye 
Rove thro' the realms of Grace, and Harmony : 

The Senfes thee fpontaneous ferve, 

That wake, and thrill thro' ev'ry nerve. 
Elfc vainly foft, Iov*d Philomel f would flow 
The foothing fadnefs of thy wapblcd woe : 

Elfe vainly fweet yon woodbine fhade 

With clondjB of fragrance fill the glade ; 
Vainly, the cygnet fprcad her downy plunlfe, 
The vine gulh neflar, anJ the virgin bloom. 

But fwift to thee, alive, and warm, 

Devolves each tributary charm : 
See modcft Nature bring her fimple (lores, 
Luxuriant Art exhauft her plaftic powers; 

While 

NOTE. 

♦According to a fragment of Aframus, >NVi<im'J.>5.t^'^'i;.^t.- 
r'lence and Memory the parents of Wifdora, 

Us us me genuit^ Mater peperit Miwoiii h , 
^^^^ ^ ^ 'vocant me Graiiy «uos ^^T\'?.^•^^^^' 
TAej)affkgc is prcferved by Aulus GeYWus, V^Jd.-^avv, ^^^. '^- 
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While every flower in Fanc/s clime» 
Each gem of old heroic Time, 
Cuird by the hand of theiindirftrious Mufe, 
Around thy fhrine their blended beams diflFufc. 

II. 

Hail, MENTRY ! hail. Behold, I lead 
To I hat high flirine the (acred Maid : 
Thy daughter (he, the Emprefs of the lyre. 
The fir (I, the fziiefk, of Aonla's quire. 

She comes, and lo, thy realms expand! 
She takes her delegated (land 
Full in the midft, and o'er thy num'rous train 
Difplays the awful wonders of her reign. 
There thron'd fupreme in native date. 
If Sirius flame with fainting heat> 
She caFls ; fdeal groves their fHade extend. 
The cool gale breathes, the filent ihow'rs defcend. 
Or, if bleak Winter, frowning round » 
Difrobe the trees, and chill the ground^ 
She, mild Magician, waves her potent wand^ 
And ready Sumjners wake at her command. 
See, vifionary Suns arife, 
Thro^filver clouds, and azure ikies ; 
See, fportive Zephyrs fan the crifped ftrcams ; 
Thro' ihadowy brakes light glance the fparkling 
beams : 
While, near the fecret mofs-grown cave, 
That (lands befide the chryftal wave, 
Sweet Echo, riiing from her rocky bed. 
Mimics the feather'd Chorus o'er her head. 

HI. 
R/fe, Aal/ow'd M I L T ON \ t\fc» ^jx^ 1^7, 
Haw, At thy gloomy dofc o£ day \ 
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How, " when dcprcft by Age, bcfct with wrongs j" 
When ** fairn on evil days and evil tongues ;** 
When Daft^bnefs, bfGk>dtng on th^ fight, 
Exii'd the fov "reign lamp of light ; 
Say, what could then one chearing hope diffiife } 
Whatftienis were thine, (aire Mem'ry a«d the Mufc? 
Hence the rich fpoils, thy ftudiou? youth 
Caught from the ftores of antient Truth: 
Hence all thy chflic wandrings cmiid explore^ 
l^hen Rapture led thee to the Latian (hore ; 
Each Scene, that Tiber's banit fupply'd ^ 
Each Grace, that play'd on Arno's fWe ; 
The tepid Gales, thro' Tufcan glades that fly » 
The Wue Serene, that fpreads Hefpcria^s Iky ; 
Were ftill thine own : thy ample Mind 
Each charm received, ret?iin*d, combined. 
And thence " the nightly Vifitant," that came 
To touch thy bofom with her facred flame, 
Rccall'd the long-loft beams of grace, 
Tfifft whilom (hot frpm Nature's fecc, 
When GOD, in Eden, o'er her youthful brcaft 
Spread with bis^ own right hand Perfection's gorgeous 
veft. 
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ODE 11. 

•To a JVAtER NTMPH. 



"E green hair'd Nymphs, whom Pan's dc* ^ 
crees 

Have giv'n to guard this folemn f wood, 
To fpeed the ihooting fcions into trees. 
And call the rofeate bloffom from the bud. 
Attend. But chief, thou Naiad, wont to lead 
This fluid chryftal fparkling as it Bows, 

Whither, ah, whither art thou fled ? 

What fliade is confcious to thy woes? 

Ah, 'tis yon' Poplar^s awful gloom : 

Poetic eyes can pierce the fcene j 
Can fee thy drooping head, thy withering bloom i 
See grief diffused o'er all thy languid mien. 
Wellmay'ft thou wear misfortune's fainting air % 
Well rend thofe flow'ry honours from thy brow; 

Devolve that length of carelefs hair ; 

And give thine azure veil to flow 

Loofe to the wind : for, oh, thy pain 

The pitying Mufe can well relate : 
That pitying Mufe fhali breathe her tend'reft ftrain. 
To teach the echoes thy difaftrous fate. 

•Twast 

NOTES. 

» This Ode was written in the year 1747, and pnbliflied in 
the firft Volume of Mr. Dodfley's Mifcellany. It is here revis'd 
tbrougbouty ind concluded according lo iVvt K\x\.Viot'% w\^\ta.l 
idea. 
t A CetLt near *» fi/iely fituated, VitVi ^ ^i^^X commwA q^ 
ff»eer$ but difpoCcd in a very faKc laft-c. 
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*Twas, where yon Beech's crooding branches clos'd^ 
What time the Dog-ftar*s flames intenfely burn. 

In gentle indolence compcs*d, 

Reclin'd upon thy trickling urn , 

Slumbering thou lay'ft, all free from fears; 

No friendly dream foretold thine harm ; 
When fudden, fee, the tyrant Art appears. 
To (hatch the liquid treafures from thine arm. 
Art» gothic Art, has feiz'd the darling vafe : 
That vafe which filfer-flipper'd Thetis gave. 

For fome foft ftory told with grace. 

Among th' affociates of the wave ; 

When, in (equefter'd coral vales, 

While worlds of waters roll'd above, 
The circling fea-nymphs'told alternate tales 
Of fabled changes, and of flighted love. 
Ah ! lofs too juftly mournM : for now the Fiend 
Has on yon (hell-wrought terras pois'd it high ; 

And thence he bids its ftreams de(cend. 

With torturing regularity. 

From ftep to Hep, with fallen found, 

Theforc'd cafcades indignant leap ; 
Now (inking fill the bafon's meafur'd round; 
There in a dull ftagnation doom'd to fleep. 
Where now the vocal pebbles gurgling fong ? 
The rill flow-dripping from his rocky fpring ? 

What free meander winds along. 

Or curls when^ephyr waves his wing ? 

Alas, theie glories are no more : 

Fortune, O give me to redeem 
The T2^i(h*d vafe j O give me to reftore 
Its ancient honours to this haplefs ftream. 



Thea, N/TOpli» agwn, with alldieir vy;oalcd «kfc, 
Thy wanton waters, volatile and free. 
Shall wildly warble, as they.pfeafe, 
Their foft, loquacious harmoiny. 
Where Thou and Nature bid themVove, 
There wUl I gently aid their way ; 
Whether to darken in the fhado wy grove. 
Or, in the mead, reHe^t the dancing ray. 
For thee too, Qoddefs, o*er that hallow'd fpm. 
Were firft thy fount of chryHal bubbles bright, 
Thefe hands (hall arch a ruflic^groc, 
Impervious to the garifh light, 
ril not demand of Ocean's pride 
To bring bis coral fpoils from far : 
Nor will I delve yon yawning mountain's fide. 
For latent minerals rough, or polifh'd fpar : 
But anti()ue ro?t^, with ivy dark o'ergrown^ 
Steep'd in tjbe bofom of thy chilly lake. 
Thy touch (hall turn to living ftpne ; 
And thefe the firople roof fhall deck. 
Yet grant one melancholy boon : 
Grant that, at evening's fober hour. 
Led by the Jiiftre of the rifiog njopn. 
My ftep may frequent tread jty, pebbled floor. 
There, if pcr<:hanpe I wake the love lorn theme. 
In meltii^g accents querulpufly (low. 
Kind 'Naiad, let thy pitying ftream 
With wtiliug, notes accordant flow : 
So (halt thou foQth his heaving heart. 
That mourns a faithful Virgin loft ; 
So (hall thy nuurmursy and my (Ighs iq^part 
Some (hare of j^ilire;pleafure to her {ho(l:. 
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^O D E HL 

ro an^jEOLUS's HARP. 

Sent U Mifs SHEPHEARD. 

YES, magic Lyref now all complete 
Thy (lender frame refponiive lingt i 
While kindred notes, with ondiAlation fweet* 
Accordant wake from. all ^y vocal ftrings. 
Go then to her, whofe ibft requeft 
Bad my bleft hands thy form prepare : 
Ah go, and fweetly footh her tender breaft 
With many a warble wild, and artlefs air. 
For know, full oft, while o'er the mead 
Bright June extends her fragrant reign. 
The flumb'ring Fair fliall place thee near her head. 
To court the gales that cool the fultry plain. 
Then (hall the Sylphs, and Sylphides bright. 
Mild Genii all, to whofe high care 
Her virgin charms are giv'n, in circling (light 
Skim fportive round thee in the fields of air. 

Somef 

NOTES. 

* This inftrument wis firft invented by Kircher about the 
y«tr 1549. Sec his Mujurgia Univerfahs five an confoni 9f 
difftnii lib. ix. After having been neglected above a haDd;fe4 
ye^ it^M Mgi'm Accidentally dlfcovet^d bf VU«QVhi^« 
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Some, flutc'ring thro' thj trembling ftrings^ 
Shall catch the rich melodious fpoil, ^ 
And lightly bru(h thee with their purpled wings 
To ajd the Zephyrs in their tuneful toil ; 
While others check each ruder gale» 
Expel rough Boreas from the (ky, 
Nor let a breeze its heaving breath exhale. 
Save fuch as foftlj pant, and panting die. 
Then, as thy fwelUng accents rife. 
Fair Fancy, waking at the found. 
Shall paint bright vifions on her raptur'd eyes> 
And waft her fpirits to enchanted ground ; 
To rayrtle groves, Elyfian greens. 
In which fome fav'rite Youth (hall rove. 
And meet, and lead her thro' the glfttering fcenes. 
And all be Mufic* Extacy, and Love. 



ODE 



O J> E IV. 

ro INDEPENDENCr. 



H 



I. 

l^fJl,, on fsy nftti?€ fkore reclined, 
Wiu'te Sjleace rules this nidnight hour> 

I woo thee» Goddess. On mj mufing mind 

Defcend, propitious Power ! 
And bid thefe'c^fflmg ga^ff of gfigf fubfide : 
Bid mj calpi*d b^ mih ail thy influence fkine ; 
As jon charge Orb jri99g this jtnple tide 
Draws the longluftre of ji<r:Slv«r line, 
While the hufh'd bifeet^ its Uft weak whifper blow9, 
And lulls old sHumsv r to bis deep refofe. 

■-". t, ■ 

Conn« to thy VotV/s ardent prayer. 

In all thy grace fut plainnefs dreft : 

No knot confines thy waving hair. 

No zone thy .floating veft ; 
Unfullied Honour decks thine open brow» 
And Candour brightens in thy modeft eye : 
TTiy bluft is warm Contend s.etherial glow j 
TJby fmile is Peace j thy ftep is Liberty : 
Thou fcatter'ft blefTiagSifopiid with laviih hand^ 
As Spring with carelefs fragrance fills the land. 
'-^ C • K^ 
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III. 

Asoiow o'er this lone beach I ftraf, ' 

• Thy fav'rite Swain oft ftole along, 

^rdartlefs wove his Dorian iajy 

Far from the bufy throng. 
Thou heard*^ him, Goddefs, ftrike the tender ftring* 
And bad'ft his foul with bolder paifions move : 
Soon thefe refponfive (hores forgot to ring. 
With Beauty's praife» or plaint of flighted Love; 
To loftier flights his daring Genius rofe. 
And led the war, 'gainft thine, and Freedom's foes. 

IV. 

Pointed with Satire's keencft fteel, 

The fliafts of Wit he darts around ; 

Ev'n t mitred Dulncfs learns to feel, 

And fl) rinks beneath the wound. 
In awful poverty his honeft Mufe 
Walks forth vindiftive thro' a venal land : 
In vain Corruption flieds her golden dews. 
In vain Oppreflion lifts her iion hand ; 
He fcorns them both, and, arm'd with truth alone^ 
Bids Luft and Folly tremble on the throne. 

V. 

Behold, like him, immortal Maid, 
The Mufes' veflal fires I bring : 
Here, at thy feet, the fparks I fpread ; 
Propitious wave thy wing. 

And 
NOTE. 

* Andrew Marvell, born at Kingfton upon Hull in tlic yetr 

f See The Rebearfal tranjptfed^ %xA uti %ttww!t^^ ^^ 
eifca ofthzt fatirc ia the BiogtapVu* tox^iai\c%^ art MAinotft. 
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And fan them to that dazzling blaze of Song, 
Which glares tremendous on the Sons of Pride. 
But, hark, methinks I hear her hallowed tongue ? 
In diHant trills it echoes o*er the tide ; 
Now meets mine ear with warbles wildly free. 
As fwells the liark's meridian ecftacy. 

VI. 

*« Fond Youth! to MARVRLf/s patriot fame, 
" Thj humble breaft muft ne'er afpire. 
" Yet noutifh ftili the lambent flame ; 
" Still ftrikc thy blamelefs Lyre : 
" Led by the moral Mufe, fecurely rove ; 
** And all the vernal fweets thy vacant Youth 
•* Can cull from bufy Fancy's fairy grove, 
*• O hang their foliage round the fane of Truth ; 
** To arts like thefe devote thy tuneful toil, 
" And meet its fair reward in D'Arcy's fmilc. 

vn. 

*' 'Tis he, my Son, alone fhall chear 
** Thy (ickning foul at that fad hour, 
** When o'er a much lov'd Parent's bier> 
** Thy duteous Sorrows ihowcr : 
" At that fad hour, when all thy hopes decline j 
•* When pining Care leads on her pallid train, 
•• And fees thee, like the weak, and widow 'd Vine, 
"'Winding thy blafted tendrils o'er the plain. 
•• At that fad hour fliall D'Arcy lend his aid, 
" And raifeWith Friendfhip's arm thy drooping head. 
C 2 •^ This 
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VIII. 

'< Thh fragrant wreath, the M\ite& meed« 
** That bloom'd thofe vocal ihades amongi 
" Where never Flatt'ry dar^d to tread, 
" Dr Intcrcft's fcrvile throng ; 
** Rjsceive> thou favour'id Son> at my command, 
<« And keep, with facrcd care, for D'Arcy's brow : 
'< TeHhim, 'twas wove by my immort^ hand« 
" I breath'd on every flower « purer glow ; 
" Say, for thy fake, I fend the giftdhrine 
'' To him, whoxalb thee Kit, y«t snakes thee mine/ 



C^^^ 



ODE V. 

To a FRIEND. 



A 



Hf ceafe this kind perfuaitve drain, 
Which, when it flows from FriendihipV 
tongue, 
However weak, however vain, 
OVrpowers beyond the Siren's fong : 
Leave mc, my friend, indulgent gOy 
Affdht me mufe upon my woe. 
Why lure vctt from thcfc pale retreats ? 
Why rob me of thefe penfive fweets ? 
Can Mufick's voice, can Beauty's eye^ 
Can Painting's glowing hand fuppiy 
A charm fo fuited to my mind, 
At blows this hollow guft of wind, 
As drops this Kttle weeping rill 
Soft tinkling down the mofs grown hill, 
While thro' the weft where finks the crimfon Day, 
Meek Twilight flowly fails, and waves her banners 
grey ? 

a 

Say, from afflidion's various fource 
Do none but turbid waters flow ? 
And cannot Fancy clear their courfe ? 
For Fane/ is the Friend of Wo«, 

C 3 ^^^^^ 
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O' 



The goidei\ Cit^ bpws h/ec walls I 
j!8Hov-4irii breaks th* ^i^eogcf's rod. ' 
TheSoii'of.WEath^. wboff mtblefs hand. \ 
HurM Pe^blatipn e'j^r ihQJjwd* , . . ' l 
Has run l>bi,ra,g)iig ra(C«, i^t cio^'d the {ccn^ofbloc 
TGWef? ajfw'd atQund behQldtbeii vancpii(h'd Lpr 
I^or iprj&ad Ae'juAr4iaD ftieJd, not lift the io; 
fword. r ; 

1. 2. 

He falls ; and Earth again it free. 
Hark ! at the call of Liberty, 



NOTE. 

* This ode 18 ft free parftphrtfe of Ptrt of the 14th chap 
of Ifaiah, where the Pfophet, after he hai loretold the d 
tru<StIoD of Babylon, fubjoins a Song of Triumph, which, 
fuppofes, the Jews will iing when his predi^ion is fulfill 
" And itjball come topafs in the day that the Lor djball give t 
" refi from th^ Jorrow^ and from thy fear^ and from the he 
** bondage tvperein thou *ujaft made toferve, that thoujball /. 
** up this proverb againji the King of Babylon y and J 
** How hath the oppreffor ceafed^ ficc. 

. t^S^ophif vcr. 4, 5, 6. 
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All Nature lifts the choral fopg. 
The Fir-trees on the mountain's head. 
Rejoice thro' all their pomp of (hade ; 
The lordly Cedars nod on facred Lebanon : 

Tyrant ! they cry, fince thy fell force is broke, 
Our proud heads pierce the flexes, nor fear the wood* 
man*s ftroke. 

I. J. 

Hell, from bergulph ppofound; 
Roufesat thine approach ; and, alt aFoand» 
Her dreadful notes of preparation (bund. 

See, at the awful call,. 

Her flutdowy Heroes all, 
Ev'u mighty Kings, the heirs of empire wide, 

RHing, with foletnn ftate, and Ootw, 

Prom their fahte thrones below. 
Meet, and infult thy pride. 

What, doft thou join our ghoftly train, 

A flitting fliadow light, and Tain ^ 

Where is thy pomp, thy fefti^e throngv 

Thy .reyel dance, and wanton foog? 
Froud King ! Corruption fafteoe on thy br«aft ; 
And calh her crawUag brood, and bids ihe9i*fli«re tlib^ 
ftaft. 

II. I- 

O Lucifer I thou radiaBl; ftar g- 
\; 'Son of the Morn; whofe rofy car 

>^-v Cs FlamU 

^" .. . ■ . . 

REFERENCED 

^AaiUtr<fk^ tie v^hh^orth is #t r?fr» fe. ^?iei, t^ ^^ ' 
iaBpode, Sc/ffrm ifntcuhu mwii^w lue, t»t% 'nr.:^^ 
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Fkm'd forcmpft in the van of day : 
How art thou faU'n, thou King of Light I . 
How fall'n from, thy meridian height ! 
Who faid'ft the diftant poles (hall hear me« and obey. 
High, 'o'er the ftars, my fapph ire throne (hall glow.t 
And, as Jehovah's felf, my voice the heav'ns (hall 
bow. 

11. z. 
He fpake, he died. Diftain*d with gore, 
Befide yon yawning cavern hoar, 

See, where his livid corfe is laid. 
The aged Pilgrim pailing by, 
Surveys him long with dubious eye ; 
And mufes on his fate, and fhakes his reverend head. 

Juft heav'ns ! is thus thy pride imperial gone ? 
Is this poor heapof duft the King of Babylon ? 

II. 3. 

Is this the Man, whofe nod 
Made the Earth ttemble : :whofe terrific rod 
Leveli'd her loftieft cities ? Where he trod, 

Famine purfu'd and frowh'd ; 

Till Nature groaning round. 
Saw her rich realms transformed to defarts dry; 

While at bis crouded prifon's gate, 

Grafping the keys of Fate, 
Stood ftern Captivity. 

' " . Vaia 

REFERENCES. 

2d Strophe^ Zfcw ari tbau fallen from Hcdven^ &c. ver, IZ| 

zd Anddrophe^ Ttt thujbtdt he broHgfet <Ia<D»n to HtUy Ike 
ter. 1^, tS. ' ' 

2d Epode, Is thu tbt «i«ii that nwiit'lbc Eart>» tr«m\>W> U^ 
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Vain Man ! behold thy righteous doom ; 
Behold each oeighbVing monafch'frtomb i 
The trophi^ arch, the breathing baft. 
The kurel fhades their fiicred duft : • 
Wbile thoil, vife Oi|t-€aft» on this hoftile plain, 
Moulder'ft, a vulgar corfe, among the vulgar (lain. 

III. I. 

. ' •-■ * f • 

No trophied arch, no breathing buft» 
Shall dignify thy trampled duft : 

No laurel flourish o'er thy grave. 
For why, proud King, thy ruthlefs hand 
HurFd Defolatiott o'er the land. 
And cruih'd the fubje^ race, whom Kings are boro 
to fave: .; . » 

Eternal Infkmy (hall bhift shy name, 
And all thy Tons ihall ihare their impious Father's 
ihamCi 

IIL t. 

Rife» pQrple Slaughter I furious rife s 
Unfold the terror of thine eyes ; 

Dart thy vindictive fhafts around 
Let no ftrange land a ihade afford. 
No conquer'd Nations call them Lord ; 
Nor let their cities rife to curfe the goodly ground. 
For thus Jehovah fwears ; no Name, no Son» 
No reomaaty ihall remain of haughty Babylon. 

111. 3. Thut 

•REFERENCES. 

3d Strophe, thou Jbalt Mtt hi jtimd t9 them in Burialj 6iC» 
▼er. ao. 
Sd AatmropbCf pripart S^M^httrJ^r tit CkiUf W> ^V» '^^i 

MX ■ ■» 
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My Vcrigedtttc Aaff liirihieaih ffedUkftitt^ funwdi 

O'er ^[ thy rekhns.my Fufy 'fliaH te'plihlW. 
Where ybto proud idity fl66d, 
tlffprtidtBeftagWant flood i 

And there the Bittern in thfrfedge ihall hxik. 
Moaning with fulien (tram : 
WhiWfWeejiihH^ttte plate,; ^^ i • ' 

Deftruai6n'c!id¥htt#^;^* ' ;- - 
Yes, on mnii?libiy ttloUhrrfiA bfO#; 
rii Crtrth'thJi^rckw! A^5^ 
ThMrrevocabh? word is {poke. - 
FVom jttdih's iBteck' thc-gahjng y^Re, 

Spontaneous falls, (he (hines with weired' ftate; 

Thus t^j MYSBLi" I (Weic^, and w&at IfWetfr ?9 Filte 

REFERENC Eft - 

^AE^Cj faitb the Lordf L-wifinlfa make it a ^offejitu fa 
ih BitUrMj «c. vcr.— »a, 43, »4, »5, ad, 27. 
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E L E G Y L 

To a TO UNG NOBLEMAN 
Leaving the Univerjtty. 



ERE yet, ingenuous Youth, thy fteps retire 
From Cain's fmooth margin, and the peaceful 
vale, 

Where Science call'd thee to her (ludious quire. 

And met thee muting in her Cloyders pale ; 
! let thy friend (and may he boail the name) 

Breathe from his artlefs reed one parting lay ; 
A lay like this thy early Virtues claim, 

And this let voluntary Friendihip pay. 
Yet know, the time arrives, the dangerous time. 

When all thofe Virtues, opening now fo fair, 
Tranfplanted to the world's tempeftuous plime, " 

Muft learn each Paflion's boift'rous br^th to bear. 
There, if Ajmbition peftilent and pale. 

Or Luxury Ihould taint their vcrnal glow \ 
If cold Self-intered, with her chilling gale. 

Should blaft th' unfolding bloflbms erfe they blow ; 
If mimic hues, by Art, or Fafliion fpread. 

Their genuine, (imple colouring fhould fupply, 
O I with them may thcfe laureate honors fade ; 

And with thf m (if it can) my Friendihip die. 

tlieu 
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Then dd not blame, if, tho' thyfelf infpire. 

Cautious I (Irike the panegyric ftring; 
The Mufc full oft purfue^ a meteor fire, 

And vainly veiu'rouq. f)iars pn waxen wbg; 
Too aftively awake at Friend (hip's voice. 

The Poet's bofom pours the fervent ftrain, 
TiU fad Re^xioft bUuaes the haily choice. 

And oft invokes Oblivion's aid in Tarn. 
Call we thefhadebf Pors, fromtbax bleftbiwer 

Where throned he fits with many a tunefiilSage; 
A(k, if he ne'er bemoans that haplefs hour 

When St. John's name •^ illumin'd Glory's pagje 
Alk, if the wretch,, who dar'd his mem'ry ftain, 

Aik, if his country's, his religion's foe 
Deferv'd the meed that M arlbro' faiPd to gain, 

Thedeathlefs meed, he only could beftow? 
The Bard will tell thee, the mifguided praife 

Clouds the coeleftial funfhine of his bread: ^ 
Ev'n now, repentant of his erring Lays, 

He heaves a figh amid the realms of refl. 
If Pope thro' friend {hip fatl'd, indignant view» 

Vet pity Dryden ; hark, whene'er he Kings, 
How Adulation drops her courtly dew 

On titled Rhymerst and inglorious Kings. 
See, from the depths of his ezhaufted mine. 

His glittering ftores the tuneBil Spendthrift throws 
Where Fear, or Intereft bids, behold they ihlne ; 

Now^racr a C&ouwEiL's, now a- Ckarlks* 
bcows« . . 

VOTE. 

^ Allndiflf to this couplet of Mr. Port** 
To Ca TO Vi ROIL paid one honeft ImiCi 
O hi fliy Coootry'ft fric&d ilUmtM tttUBi6% 
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Born with too generous, or too mean a heart, 

Dryden ! in vain to thee thofe (lores were lent : 
Thy fwtctpft nuiwbrrs but a trifting An j 

Thjp Pronged di€tion hiif elo^went. 
Thefimpleft Lyre, if Truth direfts its Lays* 

Warbles a melody ne'er heard from thine : 
Nftt t^dfrguftVfebfill^, Off ieeal pcaifc, . /. 

Was Pa RjeiE;Li*'s raodeft fame, and may be mine. 
Go then,.ifi^Fiiend» n^ let thy cakdid bread 

Condemn me, if T check the plaufive Hring; 
Go to the wayward world, compleat thfrreft ; 

Be, Whar rite pureft Mu(e would wifli to ling. 
B«llHl4h)rfeIf ; that open path of Truth, 

Which Jed thee here, let Manhood firm puriud^i 
Retam the fwcct fimplirfty of Youth, 

And, ail thy virtue dictates, dare to do. 
Siill fcorn» -wfth confcioui pride, the malk of Art r 

On vice's front lee fearful caution |ow*r, 
And teacB the diilident, difcreeter part 

Of knavei that plot, and fooU that ft^y^n for Power* 
So, round thy brow when Age's honours fpread# 

When Ilefttli*8 coM haad nnitrmgi thy Maion> 
Ijrre, . 
When the green turf lies Hghrfy on his head. 

Thy worth (hall fame ftiperfor bard Infpire : 
Ife, to theampleft bounds of Time's domain. 

On RaptureS phme (hall give thy Name to (lyj 
For trtfft, with reverence trufl: this • Sabine ftrain : 

** The Mufe forbids the virtuous Man to die." 

Written in 1753. 

NOTE. 

*— Dignum Uude Viium. 

Muia vetat mori. HQVLJkCT. 
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E L E G Y 11. 

fFntten in the GARDEN 
of a FRIEND, 

WHILE o'er my head this laurel-vroven bower 
Its arch of glittering verdure wildly fltngSy 
Can^Fancy flumber ? can the tuneful Power, 

That rules my iyre> negled her woBted (Irings ? 
No ; if the blighting Ead deform the plain. 
If this gay bank no bahiiy fweets exhal'd^ 
Still Ihould the grove re-echo to my ftraini 
And friendfhip prompt the themCy where beauty 
faird. 
For he» whofe carelefi art this foliage dreft. 

Who bade tbefe twifting braids of woodbine beiid. 
He firft, when truth and virtue, taught my breaft 
Where beft to chufe, and bed tp fix a friend. - 
How well does Mem'ry note the golden day, 

What time, reclined in Marg'ret-s (ludious glade^ 
My mimic reed firft tun*d the ♦ Dorian Lay, 
/* Unfeen, unheard, beneath an hawthorn fhade?" 

'Twas 

NOTE. 

* Mfs^us, the firftPocmin this Collcaion, written while 
the Author was a Scholar of St. Jobo'i College io Cambridge. 
See pgge /J. 
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Twas there wc met ; the Mufcs hail*d the hour i 

The fame dcfires, the fame ingenuous arts 
Jnfplr'd us both ; we own'd, and bleft the power 
That join'd at once, our (ludies and our hearts. 
0! (ioce thofe days, when Science ipread the feaft. 

When emulative Youth its relifh lent, 
Say, has one genuine Joy e'er warm'd my breaft ? 

Enough j if Joy was his, be mine Content. 
To thirll for praife his temperate youth forbore ; 

He fondly wiih'd not for a Poet's name ; 
Much did he Jove the Mufe, but Quiet more, 

And, tho' be might command, he (lighted Fame. 
Hither, in manhood's prime, he wifely fled 

From all that Folly, all that Pride approves } 
To this foft fcene a tender Partner led ; 

This laurel (hade was witnefs to their loves. 
" Begone,** he cry*d, ** Ambition's air-drawn plan i 
'* Hence with perplexing pomp, unwieldy wealth: 
** Let me not feem, but be the happy man, 

" PoiTeft of Love, of Competence, and Health.'* 
Smiling he fpake, nor did the Fates withftand ; 

In rural arts the peaceful moments flew : 
Say, lovely Lawn ! that felt his forming hand» 

How foon thy furface (hone with verdure new. 
How foon obedient Flora brought her (lore. 

And o'er thy breaft a (hower of fragrance flung : 
VfeRTUMNUs came; his earlieft blooms he bore, 
And thy rich (ides with waving purple hung : 
Then to the fight, he call'd yon (lately fpire. 

He pierc'd th'oppofing oak's luxuriant (hade i 
Bad yonder crouding hawthorns low reti/e, 
Nor veil the glories of th« golden mead. 
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Hail, fjlyan wonders, bail ; and hail the hand* 

Whofe native tafle thy native charms difpla/d, 
And caught one little acre to comtnand 

Each envied happinefsof fcene, and fhade, 
Is there a hill, whofe diftant azure bounds 

The ample range of Scaridale's proud domaini 
A mountain hoar, that jon wild Peak furrounds, 

But lends a willing beauty to thy plain ? 
And, lo ! in yonder path I fpy my friend ; 

He looks the guardian genius of the grove. 
Mild as » the fabled Form that whilom deign'd^ 

At Milton's call, in HareBeld^s haunts to ro 
Bled Spirit, come ! tho' pent in mortal mould, 

I'll yet invoke thee by that purer name j 
O come, a Portion of thy bltfs unfold, 

From Folly's maze, my wayward ftep reckim 
Too long, ala«, joy inexperienced yduth, 

Mtiled by Aactering Fortune's fpecioui tale. 
Has left the rural reign of Peace, and Truth, 

The huddling brook» cool cave, and wbi(pi 
vale. 
Won to the world, a candidate for praift, 

Yet, let me boail, by no ignoble art, 
Too oft the public ear has heard my iayi, 

Too much its vain applaufc has tonch'd my h 



NOTE. 

* See thf Defcrlj^tion of th« Oeniiu of ih« Wood, 'm 
ton's Arcades, 

For know, by lot, from Jlore, I am the Power 
Of this fair wood, aod U?e in oaken bower} 
To nurfe the Saplings tall, and curl the grovQ 
With ringlets quaint, &c. 
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But now» ere Cuftom binds bis powerful cbains. 

Come, from tbe bafe eocbanter fet me free^ 
While jet my foul its firft> bed ufte retains, 

RecaU that foul to reafoif^ peace, and tbee. 
Teach me, like thee, to mufe on Nature's page. 

To iBark each wonder in Creatioa's plan, 
EaA mode of being trace, and, humbly fage, 

Dedace from thefe the genuine powers of Man ; 
Of Man» while warm'd with reaibn's purer ray. 

No tool of policy, no dupe to pride ; 
Before vain Science led his taile aftray ; 

When confcience was his law, and God his guide. 
TUs let me learn, and learning let me li?e 

The leflbn o'er. From that great Guide of Truth 
may my fiippliant foul the boon receive 
To tread thro* age the footfteps of thy youth. 

Writteaiai7sB. 
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* ELEGY in. 

To the Rev. Mr. HU RD. 



FRIEND of my youth, who, when the willing 
Mufc 

Streana'd o'er my breaft her warm poetic rays, 
Saw'tl the frefli feeds their vital powers diflFufe, 

And Fed'ft them with the foftVing dew of praife \ 
Whatever the produce of th' unthrifty foil, . 

The leaves, the flowers, the fruits, to thee belong 
The labourer earns the wages of his toil j 

>A/ho form'd the Poet, well may claim the fpng. 
Yes, 'tis my pride to own, that taught by thee 

My confcious foul fuperior flights effay'd ; 
Learnt from thy lore the Poet's dignity. 

And fpurn'd the hirelings of the rhyming trade. 
Say, fcenes of Science, fay, thou haunted dream f 

[For oft my Mufe-led fteps did'ft thou behold] 
How on thy banks I rifled every theme. 

That Fancy fabled in her age of gold. 
How oft* I cry'd, ** O come, thou tragic Queen! 

** March from thy Greece with firm majeftic tre^! 
** Such as when Athens (aw thee fill her fcene, 
•* When Sophocles thy choral Graces led : 

•• Saw 

NOTE. 

* This Elegy was prefixt to the former editions of Carac- 
TA c ¥8, as dedicatory of that poem. 
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** Saw thy proud pall it*s purple length devolve ; 

<• Saw thee uplift the glitt'ring dagger high ; 
** Ponder with fixed brow thy deep refolve, 

** Prepared to flrike, to triumph, and to die. 
" Bring then to Britain's plain that choral throng ; 

** Difplay thy bufkin'd pomp, thy golden lyre i 
" Give her hidoric Forms the foul of fong, 

** And mingle Attic art with Shakes pear's fire.'' 
** Ah, what, fond boy, dofl thou prefume to claim ?'* 

The Mufe reply'd: <* Miibken fuppliant, know, 
^ To. Ught in Shakespear's breaft the dazzling 
" flame 

'' Exhaufied all Parnassus could bedow. 
** True; Art remains ; and, if firom his bright page 

** Thy mimic power ene vivid beam can feize, 
** Proceed; and in that heft of talks engage, 

«• Which tends at once to profit, and to pleafe." 
She fpake; and Harewood's Towers fpontaneous 
rofej 

Soft virgin warblings echo'd thro* the grove ; 
And fair Elfrida pour'd forth all her woes, 

The haplefs pattern of connubial love. 
More'aw^l fcenes old Mona next difplayM ; 

Hir caverns gloom*d, her forefts wav'd on high, 
While flam'd within their confecratcd (hade 

The Genius ftern of Britifli liberty. 
And fee, my Hurd ! to thee thofe fcenes confign'd ; 

O ! take and ftamp them with ihy honour'd name. 
Aconnd the page be: frieri^lh?p*8 chaplet twtri'd ; 

And, if they find the road ta honcft Fame, 

And 



That bell again I It tells ns what fce ii : 

On what ihe was no more the ftrain prolong : 
Luxuriant Fancy paufe: an hour like this 
I Denaands the tribute of a ferious S6n^. -^ 
Maria claims it from that fable bier. 

Where cold and wan the (lumberer reds her hea 
In.ftiU fmallwhifpers to reflexion's car. 

She breathes the folemn didtates of the Dead. 

O catch the awful notes, and lift them loud ; 

. Proclaim the theme, by Sage, by Fool rever'd ; 

Hear it, ye Young, ye Vain, ye Great, ye Proud! 

'Tjs Nature fpeaks, and Nature will be heard. 

'•Yes, ye (hall hear, and tremble as ye hear, 

While, high with health, your hearts exulting lea 
Ev'n in the midft of pleafure's mad career. 

The mental Monitor fhall wake and weep. 
For fay, than * ♦ •'s propitious flar, 

What brighter planet on your births arofe ; 
Or gave of Fortune's gifts an ampler fhare, 

In life to lavifh, or by death to lofe ! 
Early to lofe ; while, borne on bufy wing, 
Yefip the ne6lar of each varying bloom ; 
Nor fear, while baflting in the beams of fpring. 

The wintry rtorm that fweeps you to the tomb. 
Think of her Fate ! revere the heav'nly hand 

That led her hence, though foon, by fteps fo (\o^ 
Long at her couch Death took his patient (land, 
And mcnac'd oft, and oft withheld the blow : 
To give Refle6lion time, with lenient art, 

Each fond delufion from her foul to (leal ; 
Teach her from Folly peaceably to patt. 
And wean her from a world (he lov'd fo well. 

Saj 
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Saj, are je Aire his Mercy Hiall extend 

To fou (o long a fpm ? Alas, ye figh : 
Mak^,^en, while yet ye may, your God your friend* 

And learn with equal eafe to deep or die ! 
Nor think tht Mufe, whofe fober voice ye hear, 

Contrails wi A bigot frown her fullen brow) 
Cafts round Religion's orb the mifts of fear, 

Or (hades with horrors, what with fuiiles ihoulJ 
glow. 
No ; (he would warm you with feraphic fire. 

Heirs as ye are of heav'n's eternal day ; 
Would bid you boldly to that heav'n afpire. 

Not fink and dumber in your cells of clay. 
Know, ye were form'd to range yon azure field. 

In yon aethereal founts ofbllfsto lave; 
Force then, fecure in Faith's protefting fliield. 

The Sting from Death, the Vift'ry from the Grave. 
Is this the bigot's rant? Away, ye Vain, 

Your hopes, your fears in doubt, in dulnefs deep: 
Go footh your fouls in ficknefs, grief, or pain. 

With the fad folace of eternal fleep. 
Yet will I praife you, triflers as ye are, 

More than thofe preachers of your fav'rite creed, 
Who proudly fwell the brazen throat of War, 

Who form the Ph: Itnx, bid the battle bleed ; 
Nor wi(h for more : who conquer, bat to * die. 
' Hear, Folly, hear ; and triumph in the talc : 
Like you, they reafon ; not, like you, enjoy 

The breeze of blifs, that fills your filken fail ; 

D 2 On 

NOTE. 

* In a book of French verfes, entitled Qewvres dv. Thih^n^ht 
^ff/aus Saucf, aad isLtelf reprinted at Berlin \i^ a.MtJasixW^^'a^^*.*, 
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On Pleafurc's glittering ftreann ye gayly deer 
Your little courfe to cold oblivion^s fliore: 
The/ dare the ftorm, and, through. th' inclement 
year. 
Stem the rough furge, and brave the torrent's roan 
Is It for Glory? that juft Fate denies. 

Long mud the Wariior moulder in his ihroud. 
Ere from her trump the heav'n-breath'd accents 
rife, 
That lift the Hero from the fighting croud. 
Is it his grafp of empire to extend ? 

To curb the fury of infulting foes ? 
Ambition, ceafe : the idle conteft end : 

'Tis but a Kingdom thou can'ft win or lo(e. 
And why muft murder'd myriads lofe their all, 

(If Life be all) why defolation low'r, 
"With familh*d frown, on this affrighted ball. 

That thou may'ft flame the meteor of an hour ? 
Go, wifer ye, that flutter Life away, 

Crown with the mantling Juice the goblet high ; 
Weave the light dance, with feftive freedom gay, 
And live your moment, (ince the next ye die. 

Yet 

the title of Foefta Diverfes^ may be found an epiftle to Marflial 
Keith, written profefledly againft the immortality of the 
Soul. By way of fpecimea of the whole, taice the following 
lines. 

De I'avcnir, chef Keith, jugeons par le paflc ; 

Comme avant que je fuflfe il n'avoit point penfc, 

De meme, apres ma mort, quand toutes mes parties 

Par le corruption feront aneanties, 

Par un meme deftin ii ne penfera plus ; 

Nvn, rien n'efl plus certain, foyons-en convtincu, &c. 

Ui$ to this epiftle, that the reft of the Elegy alludci. 
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Tet know* Ttin Scepticks, know, th'AImightj mind. 

Who breath'd on Man a portion of his firtf. 
Bad his free SouU bj earth nor time confin'd. 

To Heav'n, to Immortality afpire. 
Nor ihall the Pile of Hope, his Mercy rear'd. 

By vain Philofophy be e'er deftro/d : 
Eternity, by all or wiih'd or fear'd, 

fliaU be by all or fuffei'd or enjo/d. 

Written is 17^0. 
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Written on the Model 

OF THE 

ANCIENT GREEK TRAGEDY, 
Firftpubliflied in th^ year 1751. 
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The ARGUMENT. 

EDGAR, King of England, bA^virfg heard the 
i^eauty of Elf RID A, daughter of 09.GhK, Earl 
•/Devonihire, highly celebrated i fent his Favourite ' 
Minijler Athelwold to the father's caflle^ to dif^ 
cover ^whether fbe nvas really fo heautifuly as Fame re^ 
ported her to he } and if [he nuas^ to offer her bis 
•Crotvn in marriage. Athelwold, on feeing her* 
Jell ^violently in Lo^e 'with her himfelf; and married 
her i con^veying her foon after to his o'von caflle in>' 
Hare wood Foreft, tuber e be <vifited her by ftealtb 
from court ; and in his ab fence left her *witb a train of 
Britiih Firgins, ivhoform the Chokvs. After three 
months^ Orgar, difa/>^ro<ving this confinement of his 
daughter^ came difguifed to Harewood to difco<ver 
the caufe of it. His arrival opens the Dramni The 
incidents y ivhicb are produced by Am Ehw old's rec- 
tum from court (luho ivas abfenttvhen Org ak came 
to bis cafile) and after awards by the unexpeSed vijit 
of the Kingi form the Epifode of the Tragedy', the 
feigned pardon of Athelwold, dratjun from the 
Kfng by the earnefi inter cejfiens 0/ Elf rid a, brings 
^« M^ Peripetia, or change of fortune 5 and the 
fingle combat hetvoeen the King and AtHELwon>j in 
vohich the latter is flain^ occafions Elf rid a to takf 
tbewnu^ ijDhicb completes /i&^ CATArr&orHi* 



Persons of the Drama. 

Orcar, Earl of Devonfliire. 
Chorus, of Britlfli Virgins. 
Elfrida, Daughter to Orgar. 
Athelwold, Hufband to Elfrida. 
Edwin, a Meffenger. 
Edgar, King of England. 
Orgar, difguifed in a Peafant's Habit, fpeaks 
the Prologue. 

Scene, a Lawn before Athelwold's Caftic 
in Harewood Forejl. 
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E L F R I D A, 

A 

DRAMATIC POEM. 

O R G A R. 

HO W nobly does this venerable wood, 
Gilt with the glories of the orient fun, 
Enbofom yon fair maniion ! The foft air 
Salutes me with mott cool and template breath } 
And, as I tread, the fiowVbefprinkled lawn 
Sends up a gale of fragrance. I fhould guefs, 
If e'er Content deign'd vifit mortal clime. 
This was her place of deareft refidence. 
Grant, Heav'n ! I find it fuch. 'Tis now three months, 
Since firft Earl Athelwold efpous'd my daughter. 
He then befought me, for fome little fpace 
The nuptials might be fecret ; many reafons. 
He faid, induced to this : I made no paafe, 
But, refting on his prudence, to his will 
Gave abfolute concurrence. Soon as married. 
He to this fecret feat conveyed Elf rid a ; 
Convey'd her as by ftealth enjoy'd, and left her^ 
Yet not without I know not what excufe 
Of call to court, of Edgar's royal friendfhip, 
And England's welfare. To his prince he went : * 
And fince, as by intelligence I gather, 
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He oft returns to this his cloyfter'd wife ; 
But ever with a privacy moft ftudied j 
Borrowing difguifes till inventive art 
Can fcarce fupply him with variety. 
His vifits, as they're ftoFn, arealfo ihort; 
Seldom beyond the circuit of one fun ; 
Then back to court, while (he hisabfence mourns 
Full many a lonely hour. I brook not this. 
Had Athblwoed efpous'd fome bafe-born peafanty 
This ufage had been apt : but when he took 
My daughter to his arms, he took a virgin, 
Thro'whofe rich veins the blood of Britifh Kings 
Ran in unfullied ftream. Her lineage fure 
Might give her place and notice with the noblefb 
In Edgar's court. Elfrida's beauty too 
(I fpeak not from a father's fooliih fondnefs) 
Would fhine amid the faireft, and reflect 
No vulgar glory on that beauty's mafter. 
This a6t befpeaks the niadman. Who, that own'd 
An em'rald, jafper, or rich chryfolite, 
Would hide its luilre, or not bid it blaze 
Confpicuous on his brow? Haply Athblwold 
May have efpous'd fome other. 'Sdeath he durft not* 
My former feats in. arms muft have inform'd him, 
That Orgar, while he liv'd, would never prove^ 
A traitor to his honour. If he has — 
This aged arm is not fo much unftrung 
By flack'ning years, but juft revenge will brace it. 
And, by yon awful heav'n — But hold, my rage> 
I came to fearch into this matter coolly. 
Hence, to conceal the father and the earl. 
This {Slgrim's ftaff, and fcrip, aad all thefe maifct- 
Of vagr^t poverty. 

CHORUS 



I 
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CHORUS (within.) 
Hail to thy living light, ambrofial Morn I 
All hail thy rofeat ray ! 

O R G A R 

Bat hark, the found of fweeteft minftreKy 
Breaks on mme ear. The females, I fupppfe» 
Whom Athelwold has left my child's attendants: 
That, when (he wails the abfence of her lord, 
Their lenient airs, and fprightly-fancicd fongs, 
May fteal away her woes. See, they approach : 
This grove (hall ihroud me till they ceafe their drain • 
Then I'll addrefs them with fome feigned tale. 

[He rehires. 
CHORUS. 

ODE. 

Hail to thy living light, 
Ambrofial Morn I all hail thy rofeat ray : 
That bids young nature all her charms difplay 

In varied beauty bright ; 
That bids each dewy-fpangled fiowret rife* 

And dart around its vermeil dies; 
Bids filver lui^re grace yon fparkling tide. 
That winding warbles down the mountain's fide. 

Away, ye Goblins all. 
Wont the bewildered traveller to daunt; 
Whofe vagrant feet have trac'd youiiecret haUAt 

Befide fome lonely wall. 
Or ihatter'd ruin of a mofs-grown tow'r, 

;W4)ere> at.^e midnight's ftilleft hour 

7U^ 
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Thro' eftch rough chiok the folemn orb of night 
Pours momentary gleams of trembling light. 

Away, ye Elves, away: 
Shrink at ambrofial Morning's living ray ; 

That living ray, whole pow'r benign 
Unfolds the fcene of glory to our eye. 

Where, thron'd in artlefs majefty. 
The cherub Beauty fits on Nature's ruftic fhrine.—- 

CHORUS, ORGAR. 
CHORUS. 

Silence, my lifters. Whence this rudenefs, ftrangcff 
That thus has prompted thine unbidden ear 
To liften to our ftrains ? 

ORGAR. 

Your pardon. Virgins; 
I meant not rudenefs tho' 1 dar'd to liften j 
For ah I what ear fo fortify'd and barr'd 
Againft the force of powerful harmony. 
But would with transport to fuch fweet aifailants 
Surrender its attention ? Never yet 
Have I pafs'd by the night-bird's fav'rite fpray. 
What time (he powers her wild and artlefs fong. 
Without attentive paufe and (ilent rq>ture $ 
How could I then, with favage difregard. 
Hear voices tun'd by nature fweet as her'i> 
Grac'd with all art's addition ? 

CHORUS. 

Thy mean garbi 
And this thy courtly phrafe but ill accord. 
Whence, and what ait thou; ftranger ? 

ORGAR. 
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Virgins, know 
Tbefe limbs have oft been wrapt in richer veft : 
But what avails it now ? all have their fate; 
And mine has been mod wretched. 

CHORUS. 

Maj we a(k 
What cruel caufe—— 

O R G A R. 

No f let this haplefs breaft 
Still hide the melancholy tale. 

CHORUS. 

We know, 
Tiiere oft is found an avarice in grief ; 
And the wan eye of Sorrow loves to gaze 
Upon its fecret hoard of treafur'd woes 
In pining folitude Perhaps thy mind 
Takes the fame penfive caft : if not, p^mit 
That we in focial fympathy, may drop 
The tender tear. 

O R G A R. 

Ah ! ill would it become ye. 
To let the woes of fuch a wretch as I am. 
E'er dim your brighf eyes with a pitying tear. 

CHORUS. 

The eye, that will not weep anbther's forrow, 

Should boaft no gentler brlghtnefs than the glare. 

That reddens in the eye-ball of the wolf. 

Let us entreat—- 

O R G A R. 

Know, Virgins, I w^is bo^ti 

To ample property of lands and ftoct^> 
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On this fide Tweeda's (tream. My youth and vigor 

Atchiev'd full many a feat of martial prowefs : 

Nor was my (kill in chivalry unnoted 

In the fair volume of my fpv'rcign's love i 

Who ever held me in his beft efleem, 

And clofeft to his perfon. When he paid, 

"What all muft pay, to fate ; and ihort-liv'd Edwy 

Mounted the vacant throne, which now his brother 

Fills (as loud fame reports) right royally ; 

I then, unfit for pageantry and courts. 

Sat down in peace among my faithful vairals> 

At my paternal feat. But ah ! not long 

Had I enjoy'd the fweets of that recefs, 

Ere by the favage inroads of bafe hinds. 

That fallied frequent from the Scottiih heights. 

My lands were all laid wade, my people murdered i 

And I, thro* impotence of age unfit 

To quell their brutal rage, was forced to drag 

My mis'ries thro' the land, a friendlefs wand'rer. 

CHORUS. 

We pity and condole thy wretched ftate. 

But we can do no more ; which, on thy part. 

Claims jull returns of pity : for whofe lot 

Demands it more than theirs, whom fate forbids 

To tafte the joys of courteous charity j 

To wipe the trickling tears, which dew the cheek 

Of palfy'd age ; to fmooth its furrow'd brow, 

And pay its grey hairs each due reverence ? 

Yet fuch delight we are forbid to tafte ! 

For 'tis our lord's command, that not a ftrangcr, 

However high or lowly his degree, 

Have entrance at thefe gates. 

O R G A R. 
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ORGAR. 

Who may this tTrant—- 
C H O R U & 
Alast no tyrtnt be ; the more our wooder 
At this harfli mandate ; Tendernefs and Pity 
Have made his breaft their home. He is a maa 
More apt, thro' inborn gentlenefs to err 
In giving mercy's tide too free a courfe. 
Than with a thrifty and illiberal hand 
To ftint its channel. This his praife you'll hear . 
The univerfal theme in Edgar's court : 
for Edgar ranks him firft in his high favor ; 
Loads him with honours which the Earl receivaa 
As does the golden cenfer frankincenfe* 
Only to fpread a facred gale of blcflings 
Around on all. 

ORGAR. 

Methinks, this pleafing portrait 
Bears ftrong refemblance of Lord Athelwold* 

CHORUS. 

Himfelf : no Briton but has heard his fame. 

ORGAR. 

Tis wondrous ftrange ; can you conceive no caufe 
Fo« this his condu£t ? 

CHORUS. 

None, that we may truft. 
ORGAR. 
YoBr gaibi befpake you for the fair attendants 
Of fome illuftrious dame, the wife, or fifter 
Of this diead earl. 
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C H O R U S. 

On this bead too» old i 
We are commanded a religious (ilence : 
Which ftridly we obey; for well we know 
Fidelity's a virtue that ennobles 
Ev'n fervitude itfelf : Farewell, depart 
With our bed wiflies; we do trefpafs mtich 
To hold this open converfe with a flrangirr. 

O R G A R. 

Stay, Virgins, flay ; have ye no friendly fted. 
But bordering on your caftle, where thcfe limbt 
Might lay their load of mfs'ry for an hour ? 
Have ye.no food, however mean and homelf. 
Wherewith I might fupport decHning nature? 
Ev'n while I fpeak, I find my fpirits fail ; 
And well, full weM, I know thc^e trembling feet. 
Ere I can pace a hundred fteps, will fink 
Beneath their wretched burthen. 

CHORUS. 

Piteous fight f 
What (hall wr do, my fillers .^ To admit 
This man beneath the roof, would be to fcom 
The Earl's ftridt in!:erdi6t ; and yet my heart 
Bleeds to behold that white, old, rev'rend head 
Bow'd with fuch mifery. — Yes, we muft aid him. 
Hie thee, poor pilgrim, to yon neighb'ring bow'r. 
O'er which an old oak fpreads his awful arm. 
Mantled in browned foliage, and beneath 
The ivy, gadding from th'untwifted ftem. 
Curtains each verdant fide. There thou may*ft reft* 
There too, perchance, fome of our fifterhood 
May bring thee fpeedy fuftenance. 
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O R G A R. 

Kind Heav'n ! 
•Reward 

CHORUS. 

Aky {lay not here to thank ut» 
Bat hafte to give thine age this meet repofe. 
That done, we do coijure thee leave the place 
^ith cautious fecrecy ; for was it known, 
That thoii we trefpafs'd oa our lord'a command. 
The confequence were fatal 

O R G A R. 

FaireftMaidI 
Think not I'll bafely draw down punifhmenta 
On my prefervers. 1 retire. May blcffings 
ShowVd from yon fount of Blifs repay your kindnefs. 

lExit Or gar. 

SEMICHORUS. 
Yes, iiders, yes, when pale diftrefa 
Implores your aiding hand. 
Let not a partial faithfulnefs, 
Let not a mortafs vain command 
Urge ywi to break th'unalterable laws 
Of heav*n-<]ercended Charity. 
Ah f follow ftill the foft-ey'd Deity j 
For know, each path (he draws, 
Along the plam of life. 
Meets at the central dome of heart-felt Joy. 
Follow the foft-ey'd Deity ; 
She bids ye, as ye hope for bleflings, blefs. 
Aid then the gen'ral caufe of gen'ral happinefs. 

SEMICHORUS. 

Humanity thy awful drain 
Sbull ever greet our ear. 
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Sonorous, fweet, and clear. 

And as amid the fprightly-fwelling-traiQ 

Of dulcet notes, that breathe * \ 

From flute or lyre, i 

The deep bafe rolls its manlj melod jr» 

Guiding the tuneful choir ; 

So thou, Humanity, (halt lead along 

Th'accordant paflions in their moral (bug* 

And give our mental concert trueft harmony. 

C H O R US. 

But fee, Elfrida comes. 

Should we again refume our former drain, 

And hail the Morn that paints her waking beauties ; 

Or ftay her gentle bidding ? Rather ftay ; 

For, as I think, Ihe feems in penfive mood : 

And there are times, when to the forrowing foul 

£v*n harmony is harihnefs. 

ELFRIDA, CHORUS. 
ELFRIDA. 

O my Virgins^ 
With what a leaden and retarding weight, 
Does Expcdtation load the wing of Time ? 
Alas, how have thefe three dull hours crept on. 
Since firft the crimfon mantle of the morn 
Skirted yon gay horizon ? Say, my Friends, 
Have I mifcounted? Did not Athelwold 
At parting fix this morn for his return ? 
This dear long-wifti'd for morn? He did, he did. 
And feal'd it with a klfs ; I could not err. 
An»1 yet he comes not. He was wont outflrip 
The lun's mod early fpeed, and make its rifing 
To we unwi/h'd and needlcfs. This delay 
Creates iirange doubts and fcm^Vw \ti m^ Vsi^^^. 
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Courts throng with beauties, and mj Athelwolb 
Has a foft, fufceptible hearts as prone 
To yield its love to ev*ry fparkling eye. 
As is the mufk-rofe to aifpenfe its fragrance 
To evVy whifp'ring breeze ; perhaps he's falfc. 
Perhaps Elfrida^s wretched. 

CHORUS. , 

See, Elfrida, 
Ah fee f how round yon branching elm the ivy 
Clafps its green folds, and poifons what fupports it. 
Not lefs injurious to the ihoots of Love 
Isfickly jealoufj. 

ELFRIDA. 

My mind nor pines 
With jealoufy, nor refts fecure in peace. 
Who loves, muft fear ; and fure who loves like me, 
Muft greatly fear. 

CHORUS 
Yet whence the Caufe } Your Earl 
Has ever yet (this little breach excepted) 
Been punctual to appointment. Did his eye 
Glow with lefs ardent paflion when he left you, 
Than at the firft bled meeting ? No f I raark'd him. 
His parting glance was that of fervent love, 
And conftancj unalter'd ? Do not fear him. 

ELFRIDA. 
I (hould not fear him, were his prefcnt day 
The only caufe. Alas, it is not fo ! 
Whj comes my Earl fo fecret to thefe arms ? 
Why, but becaufe he dreads thejuii reproach 
Of fome deluded tair one ? Why am I 
Here Ihrouded up like the pale Votanft, 
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Who knows no viiitant, fave the Icne owl. 
That nightl/ leaves his ivy-fhrouded cell. 
And iailo on flow wing thro* the cloifter'd ifles, 
Lid'oing her faintly orif ns ? Why am 1 
Deny'd to follow my departed Lord 
Whene'er his duty calls him to the palace ? 

CHORUS. 
Covet not that ; the nobled proof of love 
That A THELWOLD Can give, is ft ill to guard 
Your beauties from the Waft of courtly gales. 
Thecrimfon-blufh of virgin modefty, 
The delicate foft tints of innocence 
There all fly off", and leave no boaft behind 
But well-rang'd, faded features. Ah, Elfrida, 
Should you be doom'd, which happier fate forbid ! 
To drag your hours through all that naufeous fcene 
Of pageantry and vice; your purer breaft. 
True to its virtuous reliih, foon would heave 
A fervent figh for innocence and Harewood. 

ELFRIDA. 
You much miftake me, Virgin's ; the thronged palace 
Were undefir'd by me, did not that palace 
Detain my Athelwold. If he were here, 
His prefence would convert this range of oaks 
To ftately columns ; thefe gay-liv'ricd flow'rs 
To troops of gallant ladies ; and yon deer, 
That jut their antlers forth in fportive fray. 
To armed knights at jouft or tournament. 
If Athelwold dwelt here j if no ambition 
Could lure his ftcps from love, and this ftill foreft j 
If I might never moan his time of abfence. 
Longer than that which fervM him for the chafe 
Of of the wolf, or ftag; oi vjYv^tvVi^>aoi^ 
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lood-wink'd falcon forth ; might tbefe, my Vir- 
gins, 
hefe alone, be love's fliort interrab, 
id not have one thought remote from Hare- 
wood. 

CHORUS. 

;vould you vfifh that AtbeluooUihouXd (light 
Mreal of England, and on thefe light toys 
e his unvalued hours } No, fond Elfrida ; 
6live foul is wing'd for nobler flights. 

ELFRIDA. 

\ then, mud England's welfare hold my Earl 
!ver from thefe (hades ? 

CHORUS. 

We (ay not that, 
youth, who bathes in pleafure's temptinS 

dream 
ell-judg'd intervals, feels all his foul 
'd with recruited ftrength ; but if too ofc 
ATims in fportive mazes through the floodf 
ills his languid virtue. For this caufe 
• Earl forbids, that thefe enchanting groves, 
their fair miftrefs (hould pofTefs him wholly, 
nows he has a country and a king, 
: claim his firft attention ; yet be fure> 
11 not be long, ere his unbending mind 
lofe in fweet oblivion ev'ry care, 
mg th'" embow'ring (hades that veil Elfrida. 

E L F R R I D A. 
5 that fpecch prophetic ; may he (bon 
. thefe embow'ring (hades I Meanwhile, my 
friend^^ 

E ^^oo^ 
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Sooth me with htrmony. I know fall well 
That ye were nurs'd in Cornwall's wizard caves. 
And oft have pac'd the fairy- peopled vales 
Qf Devon, where Poftcrity retains 
Some vein of that old mindrelfy, which breath'd 
Through each time-honor*d grove of Britiih oak. 
There, where the fpreading confecrated boughs 
Fed the fage mifletoe, the holy Druids 
Lay rapt in moral mufings ; while the Bards 
Cali'd from their folemn harps fuch lofty airs. 
As drew down fancy from the realms of Light 
To paint fome radiant vifion on their minds,. 
Of high myfterious import. But on me 
Such drains fublime were wafted : I but afk 
A fprightly,fong to fpeed the lazy flight 
Of thefe dull hours. And Mufic fure can find 
A magic fpell to make them (kim their round. 
Swift as the fwallow circles. Try its power : 
While I> from yonder hillock, watch his coming. 

[Exif Ei/riJit^ 

CHORUS. 

ODE. 

The Turtle tells her plaintive tale, 
Sequefter'd in fome Ihadowy vale j 
The Lark in radiant aether floats, 
And fwells in wild extatic notes : 
Meanwhile on yonder hawthorn fpray 
The Linnet wakes her temp'rate lay ; 
She haunts no folitary ihade, 
She flutters o*er no fun-fliine mead. 

No 



[75] 

No love-lorn griefs deprefs her ibog> 

No raptures lift it loudly high. 
But foft (he thrills, amid the aerial throng, 
Smooch fimple drains of fobVeft harmony. 

Sweet Bird ! like thine our lay ihall flow. 

Nor gayly bri(k, nor fadly flow j 

For to thy note fedate, and clear. 

Content ftill lends a lift'ning ear. 

Reclin'd this moiTy bank along. 

Oft has (he heard thy carelefs fong : 

Why hears not now ? What fairer grove 

From Harewood lures her devious love ? 

What fairer grove than Harewood knows. 

More woodland walks, more fragrant gales. 
More (hadowy bowers inviting foft repofe. 
More ftreams flow-wand*ring through her winding 
vales ? 

Perhaps to fome lone cave the Rover flies. 
Where lulPd in pious peace the Hermit lies. 
J For, from theHalFs tumultuous ftate, 

<^ Where banners wave with blazon'd gold. 

There will the meck-ey'd Matron oft retreat, 

I- And with the folemn Sage high converfe hold. 
There, Goddefs, on the (haggy mound, 
Where tumbling torrents roar around. 
Where pendant mountains o'er your head 
Stretch their reverential (bade ; 
You liften, while the holy Seer 
Slowly chaunts his vefpers clear ; 
Or of his fparing mefs partake, 
The^ fav'ry pulfe, the wheatcn cake» 

E 2 '^V^ 
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The bev'rage cool of limpid rill ; 

Then rifing hght, your hoft you blc6. 
And o*er his (alntly temples bland didili 
Seraphic day-dreams of -heavVs hiappincii. 

Where'er thou irt, inchanting Power, 
Thou foon wilt fmile in Harewood's bower : 
Soon will thy fairy feet be feen, 
Printing this dew-im pearled green ; 
Soon (hall we mark thy geftures meek. 
Thy glitt'ring eye, and dimpled cheek> 
Among the welcome guefts that move 
Attendant on the ftate of Love. 
There, when the Sovereign leads along 
Of Sports and Smiles a jocund train, 
Then laft, yet lovelieft of the lovely throng. 
Thou com'il to foften, yet (ecure his reign. 

And, hark, compleating our prophetic lay. 
The fleet hoof rattles o'er the flinty way ; 

Now nearer, and now nearer founds. 

AvauntI ye vain, delufive Fears. 
Hark ! Echo tells through Harewood's ampleft bound 
That Love, Content, and At he lwold appears. 

ATHELWOLD, ELFRIDA, CHORUS 

ATHELWOLD. 
Look ever thus ; with that bright glance of joy 
Thus alway meet my tranfports. Let thefe arms 
Thus ever told me; and this cheek, that blooms 
With all health's op'ning rofes, prefs my lips, 
Warm as at this blell moment. 

EL 
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E L F R I D A. 

I had prepared me many a ftern rebuke j 

Had arm'd my brow with frowns, and taught my eye 

Th' averted glance of celdnefs, which might bed 

Greet fuch a loit'ring lover : but I find, 

'Twas a vain ta(k ; for this my truant heart 

Forgets each leflbn, which refentment taught, 

And in thy fight knows only to be happy. 

ATHELWOLD. 
My bf ft £^rrW^— Heav'ns : it cannot laft. 
The giddy height of joy, to which I'm lifted, 
Is as a hanging rock, at whofe low foot 
The black and beating furge of Infamy 
Rolls ready to receive, and fink my foul 

E L F R I D A. 
So foon to fall into this mufing mood— 
I thought* my Lord, you promised you would leave 
Thefe looks behind at Court. Nay, 'twas the caufe 
Aflign'd for this my refidence at Harewood, 
That you might never come to thefe fond arms, 
But with a breaft devoid of public care, 
And fiird alone with rapture and Elfrida. 
Said you not fo ? Why then that penfive pofturc. 
That down-caft eye ? Surely the City's din, 
And this calm grove have loft their difference. 
I'll with you to the palace. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Heav'n forbid ! 
E 3 EL- 
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E L F R I D A. 

Nay, mjbeft Lord, I meant it but in fport ; 
Forfliould you bid me quit thefe blooming lawns, 
For fome bare heath, or drear unpeopled defert j 
'Believe me, I would think its wildnefs Eden, 
If Atheh\)'ld with frequent viiitation 
Endear'd the favage fcene : but yet I fear 
My Father. 

ATHEL.WOLD. 
Hah ! why him ? 

E L F R i D A. 

You know his temper \ 
How jealous of his raiik, and his trac'd lineage 
From royal anceftry. I fear me much. 
He will not brook yot ihould conceal me long 
In this lone privacy : No, he will deem it 
Far unbecoming her, whofe veins arc fill'd 
With the rich ftream of his nobility. 
Should it be fo, his hot and fiery nature, 
I doubt, will blaz6> and do fome dreadful outrage. 

ATHELWOLD. 
He need not know it, or, if chance he fhould, 
It matters not, if fo this fored life 
Seem of your own adoption and free choice* 
And that it will fo feem, I trull that love, 
Which ever yet has met my wayward will 
With pleas'd compliance, and unafk'd aiTent. 

E L F R I D A. 

And ever (hall : yet blame me no.t, my Lord, 
If prying womanhood fhould prompt a wi(h 
To learn the caufe of this your ftrange commotion, 

Which 
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Which ever wakes, if I but drop one thought 
Of quitting Harewood. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Go to th« clear furface 
Of JOB unruffled lake, and, bending o'er it. 
There read my anfwer. / 

E L F R I D A. 

Thefe are riddles. Sir— ^ 
ATHELWOLD. 
No ; for its glafTy and reflecting furface 
Will fmile with charms too tempting for a palace. 

E L F R I D A. 
Does Jtbeiwo/^dii\tu^ E/frida's faith ? 

ATHELWbLD. 
No : but he much diftrufts Elfrida\ beauty. 

E L F R I D A. 
Away : you trifle. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Never more in earned ; 
I would not for the throne which Edgar fits on» 
That Edgar (hould behold it. 

E L F R I D A. 

What, my Lord, 
Think you the face, that caught your fingle heart, 
Will make all hearts its captives ? Vain furmife. 
Yet grant it could ; the face is your's alone : 
'^ol Edgars felf would dare to feizc it from you. 
Edgar z a King, and not a tyrant. 

ATHELWOLD. .. . 
Tt\x^, 
£^ar*sa King, a juft one ; his firm fctt 

E 4 ^^'^ 
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Walk ever in the fore -fight road of honor : 
Nor do I know what lure can draw his fteps 
Devious from that ftraight path, favc only one : 
That tempting lure is beauty. • Ah ! Elfrida^ 
Throw but the dazzling bait within his view. 
The untam'd wolf does not with fiercer rage 
Burft the (light bondage of the filken net; ^ ' 
Than he the tie.s of law. Late, very late, 
Smit cafually wif h young Matildas face, 
He llraight commanded hef reluftant Mother 
To yield her to his arms : not had flie 'fcap'd 
The Violating fervor of his love, 
Had not the prudent dame fuborn*d her handmaid, 
To take the unchaftc office, an^ be led 
Veil d in the malk of night, to Edgar'z chamber 
A counterfeit Matilda. As it chanc'd. 
The damfel pleas 'd the King, nor did detection 
A whit abate his fondnefs ; he forgave 
The prudent mother, eas*d Matilda'z fears, 
And led the wanton minftrel to his court. 
Where ftili fiie fhares — 

CHORUS. 

Behold, Earl Atbehwold, 
A meflenger arrives ; his fpeed and afpeft 
'Speak fome important errand. 

EDWIN, ATHELWOLD, ELFRIDA, 
CHORUS. 

ATHELWOLD. 

How now, Edwin ? 
EDWIN. 
The Kingt my Lord, is on his way to Harewood. 

AT BEL- 
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ATHELWOLD. 
TheKiRg! 

EDWIN. 
His purpofe is to pafs through Mercia : 
And in a hafty meflage, (bme two hours 
After you left the palace, this his pleafure 
Was fent you by Lord Seofrid ; withal 
Commanding your attendance. You being abfent. 
He flraightway turn*d his courfe through this fair 

foreft. 
Meaning to chafe the Stag; his train is fmalU 
As was his purpofe fudden. 

E L F R I D A. 

Goody my Lord^ 
Why thuB perplexed ? 

CHORUS. 
Heav'ns ! what a deep Defpair 
Sits on his brow ? 

E L F R I D A. 

The notice fure is fliort ; 
But that's a trifle, a fmall train requires 
The fmalter preparation : let him come. 
ATHELWOLD. 
Yes, let him come : fo thou wilt fay, Elfrida^ 
When thou haft heard my tale. Yes, let him come. 
So wilt thou fay, and let thy hufband perifh. 
Yet (hall thefe arms once more embrace thee clofely. 
Ere yet thou fly them as the poisonous adder. 
'Tis o'er : in that embrace Elfrida*% Love 
Wat buried ; and in that embrace> the PetCC 
Of wretched AtbtlviolJ. 

E s ^V^ 
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E L F R I D A. 

What may this be ? 
A T H E L WO L D. 

Edioitiy EJiviftf when furviving Malice 
Shall prey upon the Fame of thy dead Mailer, 
Wilt thou not fome way ftrive to check the Fiend': 
Infatiate fury ? Wilt thou fee my name 

Defil'd, and blacken'd with Detraction's venom^ 
And bear it patiently? 

E L F R I D A. 

What means my bed— 

ATHELWOLD. 
Peace ; not a word of Beft, or Lov'd, or Dear : 
Thefe are not titles now for thee to ufe. 
Or me to triumph in. Virgins, retire ; 
We would a while be private. Nay, return. 
Concealment would be vain j and ye and Ed'win 
Are bound to me. Albino \ as for you, 

1 fav'd your father, when his blood was forfeit. 

CHORUS. 
Not I9 great Earl, alone, but all this train 
Are bound by evVy tie of faith and love 
To generous AthelivoU ; to that mild mafter. 
Who never forc'd our Service to one a^. 
But of fuch liberal fort, as Freedom's felf 
Would fmilingly perform. 

ATHELWOLD. 

It maybefbi 
But Where's the tie, E/frUa, that may bind 
Thy faith and love ? 

E] 
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E L F R I D A. 

The ftrongeft fure, my Lord, 
The golden, nuptial tie. Try but its ftrength. 

ATHELWOLD. ^ 
Imuft perforce this inftant. Know, Elfrida 
Once, on a day of high feftivity. 
The youthful King, encircled witk his Nobles, 
Crown'd high the fparkling bowl; and much of Love 
Of beauty much the fprightly converfe ran. 
When, as it well might chance, the brilk Lord Ar- 

dulph 
Made gallant note of Qrgar^s peerlefs daughter. 
And in fuch phrafe as might enflame a breaft 
More cool than Edgat^z. Early on the morrow 
Th' impatient Monarch gave me fwift commifHon, 
To view thofe charms, of which Lord Ardulpb\ 

tongue 
Had giv'n fuch warm defcription : to whofe worda 
If my impartial eye gave full aifent, 
I had his royal mandate on the inftant 
To hail you Queen of England: 

ELFRIDA. 

'Stead of which 
Ton came, and hail'd me Wife of Athelnmld. 
Was this the tale I was fo taught to fear ? 
Was this the deed, that known would make me fly 
Thy d^kng arm, as 'twere the pois'nous adder ? 
No, let this tender, fond embrace affure thee. 
That thy Elfrida' z love can never die j 
Or, if it could, this animating touch 
Would foon revtrake it into lift and rapture. 
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ATHELWOLD. 

Doft thou then pardon me ? Come, injur'd fovereign; 
Plunge deep thy fword of juftice in this breaft. 
And I will die contented. 

E L F R I D A. 

Heav'n forbid ! 
What can be done ? 

CHORUS. 

Indeed, ye conftant pair, 
'Tis fit yc drive to fly the coming danger. " 
For Safety now fits, wav'n'ng on your Love» 
Like the light down upon the Thiftle's beard, 
Which ev'ry breeze may part. Say, noble Earl, 
What feint was us*d to lull the king's impatience ? 

AT HE L W O L D. 

Soon as thefe (hades had veil'd my beauteous bride, 
I hailed back to Edgar, laugh'd at Ardulph, 
Aad talked of Elrrid, as of vulgar beauties ; 
Own'd no uncommon Irght'ning in her eye, 
No breaft that (ham'd the fnow,- or cheek the rofc 
The fprightly King believ'd me, and forgot her. 

CHORUS. 

But an alliance, great as Athelwold's 

With Orgar't daughter, fopn would blaze abroad. 

The theme of popular converfe. 

ATHELWOLD. 

True, it would j 
And for that Reafon^ when I laft was here. 
The King was taught 1 went to wed Elfrida. 

E L F R I D A. 
How fo, my Lord ? 



ATHELWOLD. 

Thy Father, iny ElfrUa, 
Hts rich pofleflions : Thefe, and thefe alone, 
I made my theme of Love ; and told the king, 
That tho' thy face (pardon the impious falfhood) 
Boafted not charms to grace a Monarch's throne, 
Yet would thy dow'r well fuit his minifter. 
1 therefore meant to a(k thee of thy father, 
And (that my want of (kill in choice might Tcape 
Alicenfure) hide thee clofe in Hare wood cadle. 
Edgar with fmiles confented, and, I think. 
Harbours no thought of my difloyalty. 

E L F R I D A. 
If fo, what danger now ? 

ATHELWOLD. 

A(k'ft thou, what danger ? 
'Sdeath, will that glance not inftantly proclaim 
My tenfold treachery ? 

E L F R I D A. 

He fhall not fee me. 
rU hide me inftant in fome fecret chamber. 
And robe this virgin in my bridal veftments. 

ATHELWOLD. 
Thy Love, like balm, runs trickling o'er the wounds 
Of my torn boibm ; yet *ti» vain, 'tis vain : 
Thou mdft thyfelf appear, for Ardulph ever 
Attends the king, and would deted the fraud. 

E L F R I D A. 
If fo, yet ftill I can infure our fafety ; 
For as you fear my foftne(s of compUxion, 
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ril (lain It with the juice of dufty leaves^ 

Or yellow berries, which this various wood 

From tree or fhrub will yield me. Thefe I'll ufe. 

And form a thoufand methods to conceal 

The little gleams of grace, which Nature lent me. 

Fear not my caution. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Gentleft, beft of Creatures, 
Go, do then as thy tender care dire^s. 
And yet how vain ? What wondVous art can ftcal 
The liquid lightnings from thofe radiant eyes^ 
Or rob the wavy ringlets of that hair 
Of all their namelefs graces ^ Say it could. 
Yet would that modeft, but majeilic mien. 
That inborn dignity of foul, which breathes 
Thro* each angelic gedure, dill remain 
To feize the heart of Edgar. Reft, ElfrUa^ 
Reft as thou art, in all that blaze of beauty : 
I muft fubmit to my juft lot, and lofethee. 

E L F R I D A. 
Away, my Lord, with thefe too anxious fcruples: 
Fear not my carriage ; I will ftoop my head. 
Drawl out an idiot phrafe, and do each a6t 
With ev'n a rude and peafant aukwardneft. 

EDWIN. 
Ere this, my Lord, I think, the King has reach'd 
The full mid-way; *twerc fit you ftood prepared 
To give him meeting. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Give him a meeting, Edwin ! 
Alas ! I have no mafk to veil my bafenefs. 
When deep contrition Shadows all my foul^ 
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I cannot drefs my features in light fmilesy 
Aqd look the thing I am not. No, thefe eyes 
Are not as yet true vafTals to my purpofe. 
As yet indeed I am but half a villain. 
E L F R I D A. 
You weigh this matter in too nice a balance. 
Your crime, my Lord, is but the crime of love : 
Thou(ands like you have fail'd. 

ATHELWOLD. 
I know, Elfriday 
Could love abfolve the crime, my foul were pure 
As maiden innocence. Yes, I do love thee, 
And thou art fair — beyond — But that's my bane ; 
Thy t.yi'tj charm adds weight to my offence. 
And heaps frefh wrongs upon thebeft of Maftcrs. 
Yes, Elfrid, Edgar wa« the bed of Mafters. 
O hide me from the thought in that dear bofom— 
Heavens ! I mud die or keep her. 

E L F R I D A. 

Live, or die, 
I'm thine alike. Death cannot aught abate. 
Or life augment, my love. Let this embrace 
Be witn^fs of my truth. 

ATHELWOLD. 

. It fliall, it (hall : 
Thy cv'ry word and look declares thee faithful, 
Secure of all thy love, and all thy prudence. 
Returning confidence has arm'd my foul 
For this dread meeting : refting on thy truth 
IgP-— [Exit AibilwM. 

EL- 
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E L F R I D A. 

Go, and tby guardian faint preferre thee» * 
Show'r blefTmgs vaft as would ray lavifli love. 
Had I his power to blefs thee ! 

CHORUS. 

Yes, my Sifters, 
The filent awe that reigns thro' all your train. 
Befits ye well. Let Admiration firft 
Pay her mute tribute. She can heft exprefs, 
By thofe her kindling cheeks, and lifted eyes, 
Where the tear twinkles, that tranfcendcnt praifc 
Elfrida'% Virtue claims. 

E L F R I D A. 

My Virtue, Virgins, 
Is only Love. Or, (ay that it be virtue. 
It owes its fource to Love, to chafteft Love, 
Than which what pailion more impels the mind 
To fair and genVous adion ? But the hours 
Are precious now. I'll to yon neighboring grove : 
There grows an azure flow'r, I oft have marked it. 
Which ftains the preffing finger, with a juice 
Of dufky, yellow tindt : its name I know not. 
ril fetch and try it ftraight. Wait my return. 

[Exit Elfrida. 

CHORUS. 
ODE. 

Whence does this fudden Luftre rife. 
That gilds the grove ? Not like the noontide beam* 
Which fparkling dances on the trembling ftream. 
Nor the blue lightning's flafh fwift-fliooiing thro' the 
ikies. 
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Bat fuch a folemn fteady Light, 
As o'er the cloudlefa azure deals, 
When Cynthia riding on the brow of night, 
Stops in their mid career her filver wheels. 

Whence can it rife, but from the fober pow'r 

Of Constancy? She, heav'n-born Queen, 
Defcends, and here in HaretvootTs hailowM bower, 
Fixes her fledfad reign : 
Stedfad, as when her high command 
Gives to the ftarry band 
Theif radiant Stations in heav'n's ample plain. 
Stedfaft, as when around this nether fphere. 
She winds the various year. 
Tells what time the Snow- drop cold 
Its maiden whitenefs may unfold. 
When the golden harvefts bend, 
When the ruddy fruits dcfcend. 

Then bids pale Winter wake, to pour 
The pearly hail's tranflucent ihow'r. 
To caft his (ilv'ry mantle o'er the woods, 
And bind incryftal chains the flumb'ring floodf. 

The Soul, which (he infpires, has pow*r to climb 

To all the heights fublime 

Of Virtue's tow'ring hill. 
That hill, at whofe low foot wcak-warbling ftray 

The ^canty ftream of human praife, 
A (hallow trickling rill. 
While on the Summit hov'ring Angel's (hed, 
From their bleft pinions, the neftareous dews 
Of rich immortal Fame : From thefe the Mufe 
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Oft fteals fome precious drops, and (kilful blends 
With thofe the lower fountain lends ; 
Then (howers it all on fome high-favouF*d head. 
But thou, Elfrida, claim'ft the genuine due; 
Thy worth demands it all, 
pure, and unmixt» on thee the holy drops (hall fall. 
[Elfrida returns ivitb flonvtrs- 

ELFRIDA, ORGAR. CHORUS, 
ELFRIDA. [looking on tbeflowert, 
'Tis ftrange, my Virgins, this fweet child of Summer^ 
Silken and foft, whofe breath perfumes the air, 
Whofe gay veil paints the Morn, (hould in its bofom 
Hide fuch pollution ? Yet 'tis often thus : 
All are not as they feem. 

O R G A R. 

Yet hear me» Lady. 
ELFRIDA. 
Be gone» unmanner'd Strangeri nor purfue me i 
Hence from the grove. Know ye this Pilgrim^ 

Virgins ? 
On my return I met him here. 

CHORUS. 

^ Alas I 
We faw him here before, and heard his tale, 
That mov'd our pity— But I fear me now, 
'Twas falfe; fome fpy perchance, and mt^havc 
heard— 

O R G A R. 
I have 5 yet not for that are you betray'd. 
Fair Excellence, my heart is bound unto you, 
I feel a tender intereft in your welfare. 
Tender as Fathers feel. 
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E L F R I D A. 

As Fathers feel; 
That well-known voice, and ah ! that look — 

O R G A R. 

Elfridn. 
E L F R I D A. 

Yes it is him, it is my Father, Virgins. 
Support me, or I faint ! O wherefore, Sir ?— 

•Q R G A R. 

Take courage, Daughter ; mj parental fondnefs 
Prompted this vifit. Thus I came difguis'd, 
To learn the caufe of mj dear child's confinement : 
And I have learnt it. 

E L F R I D A. 

Then all's loft for ever. 
O R O A R. 
Thou know'ft, Elfrida, next my houfe's bonofy 
Thy peace has ever been my deareft care. 
But fuch an infult—No : I cannot brook it. 
So black a fraud I By all my ancedors, 
By Belin's (hade I will have ample vengeance. 

ELFRIDA. 
Alas, I know too well your dreadful purpofe i 
I knew it at the firft. Yes, h^ muft fall. 
Yet pardon me, if my poor trembling heart 
Puts up I know not what of pray'rs and vows 
Ta cv'ry pitying faint. Celeftial Guardians 
Of nuptial Conftancy ! O bend from Heav'n 
Your ftar-crown'd heads, and hear a wretched wo- 
man, 
That begs ye fave, from a dread father's ra^» 
Herhrd, Aer Au/band. 

O ^ O K^- 
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O R G A R. 

Hufband! 'Sdeath what bu&and ? 
Is AihehvoU thy hufband ? Sooner call 
Th' impeachcci thiel true iiiafter of the booty 
He Hole, or murdered for. Dildain the Villain ; 
And help me to revenge thee. 

CHORUS. 

Think, great EarU 
What fanflimonlous ties reftrain your daughter. 
Did /he not fwear before the hallow'd fhrine 
Eternal fealty to this her Lord ? 
Yet fay, that he deceived her ; (hall her truth 
Dare to revenge ? No, Sir, in higheft hcav'a 
Vengeance 'mid ftornis and tempefts fits enfhrin'd, 
Vefted in robes of light'ning, and there fleeps, 
Unwak'd but by th' incens'd Almighty's call. 
Oh I let not Man prefume to take unbid 
That diead vicegerency. 

O R G A R. 

Peace, Virgins, peace. 
Not ev*n the faws of Druids or of Bards 
Have weight with me, when infultshigh as this 
Roufe my juft indignation. Hear me, Daughter, 
You went to fearch for flow'rs, to blot your charms 
With their dun hue. Yes, thou ihalt fearch for 

flow'rs, 
Yet (hall they be the lovelieft of the fpring j 
Flow'rs, that entangling in thine auburn hair. 
Or blulhing 'mid the whitenefs of thy bofom. 
May, to the power of every native grace. 
Give double life and luftrc. Haft;, my child, 
Array tb/felf in thy moft gorgeous garb, 
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And fee each jewel, which my Love procur'd thee. 
Dart its fiill radiance. More than all, put on 
The nobler ornament of winning fmiles. 
And kind inviting glances. 

E L F R I D A. 

Never, never ; 
When this true heart renounces Athelwold, 
May equitable heav'n— 

O R G A R. 

Away with vows ; 
And with a duteous, and attentive Ear, 
Liften to my perfuaiions. Much I wifli 
Perfuafions might prevail, that, not compelled 
To ufe a fiither*s juft prerogative, 
My will may meet with thy unforc'd obedience. 
Follow me, on thy duty. 

E L F R I D A. 

Cruel Father, 
That duty (hall obey you ; I will follow : 
Yet dread as is that frown, dreadfxil as death, 
It (hall not (hake the tenor of my faith ; 
Living or dead I ftill am Athelwold's. 

[Exeunt Orgar and Elfrida* 
SEMICHORUS. 

Horror ! Horror ! 

The Pen of Fate, dipt in its deepeft gall, 
Perhaps on that ill-omen'd wall, 
.Now writes th'event of this trem^adon^ day. 
O ! that our weaker fight 
Could read the myftic charafters, and fpy 
What to the unpurg'd, mortal Eye, 
la bid ia eadhfs Night, .^ t> v» x 

^ ^ WW V* 
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SEMICHORUS. 

Sufpenfe! thou frozen gueft, be gone* 

The wretch, whofe rugged bed 

Ig fpread on thorns, more foftly reds his head. 

Than he that (inks amid the cycnet^s down^ 

If thou, tormenting fiend, be nigh. 

To prompt his darting tear, his ceafelefs figh. 

His wifli, his prayer, his vow for lingering certaintjr 

CHORUS. 

But hark ! that certainty arrives. Methought 

I heard the winding horn. I did not err ; 

The King is near at hand. This quick approach 

Will fure prevent this proud EarPs cruel purpofe* 

Yet what of that ? Does her fair form require 

The blazon of rich vefture? Genuine beautjr 

Nor a(ks, nor needs it : Negligence alone 

Is its bright diadem, and artlefs eafe 

Its robe of Tyrian tindture. Say, my Siders, 

Shall we falute this monarch with a hymn 

Of Feftival and Joy ! Alas, fuch joy 

III fuits our trembling hearts, and weeping eyes. 

And now 'twere vain j for fee, the King approaches. 

EDGAR, ATHELWOLD, CHORUS, 
EDGAR. 

No, Atheli/joldi not from a partial blindnefs. 

Or for the mode and guife of Courtefy, 

Are we thus large in praife j in our true judgment, 

This Cadle is not more kind Nature's debtor 

For its delicious fite, than 'tis to thee 

For this (o goodly drudlure. From its bafc, 

Ev'n to yon turret's trim, and taper fpires. 

All is of choiced Mafonry. Each part 
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Doth boaft a feparate grace ; but Ornament, 
Tho' here the richeft that the eye can note. 
Is ns*d, not lavilh'd ; Art feems generous here, 
Yet not a prodigal. Btrt ah! my Earl, [feeing the 

Chorus, 
What living charms are here ? Thy cattle's beauty 
Mud not detain me from this lovelier profpedt. 
Your pardon, fair Ones, that my wayward Eye 
Paid not at firfl:^ where firft was furely due. 
Its homage to your Graces. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Heav'ns! they weep. 
What may this mean ? Some dread and unfeen chance 
Has counter-work'd my fafety. 

EDGAR. 

Whence this (ilence j 
Why are your lovely heads thus bow*d with fadnefs ? 
Beflirew my heart, my Lord, but this is (Irange. 
I Juiow thee. Earl, and know thy gentlenefs. 
More prone t'obey, than lord it o'er the fex j 
Elfe ihould I guefs this forrow had its rife 
From ibme difcourteous treatment. 

CHORUS. 

No, dread Sov'reign ; 
He IS the nobleft, gentleft, beft of matters i 
And may your Love reward—- 

ORGAR, ATHELWOLD, EDGAR, CHORUS. 
AT H E L W O L D. 

Death to my hopes ! 
ORGAR. 
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O R G A R. 

Yes, Villain, ftart; but let this vengeful ^rm 
Arreft thy bafenefs j would to heav'n its ftrength,. 
Thus grafping thee, could open thy falfe breall. 
And bare thy heart to the fham'd eye of Day. 

EDGAR. 
Patience, hot Man. What art thou ? 

O R G A R 

Earl of Devon ! 
Pardon me, Prince ; that this my honeft rage 
0*er leaps obedient duty. I am wrong'd, 
Yet that's but fmall ; for know much-injur'd Prince, 
Thy wrongs as well as mine both call for juftice. 
Yes, Sir, I here, on a true fubjed's oath. 
Proclaim Earl Athelwold a faithlefs traitor. 

EDGAR. 

Ha! what is this ? Renounce the word, old Earlj 
Thy length of years hath forc'd thee, fure, to prefs 
The verge of dotage. AtMixjM! what Athehoold 
A laithlefs traitor! Perifh the fufpicion. 
Never before did word, or thought, or look. 
Give doubt of his diftinguiih'd loyalty. 
Dotage alone could frame the acculation. 

O R G A R. 

I do not dote, thank Heav'n, my faculties 
Are yet my own, unblemifh'd -and unhurt. 
Would fo my Daughter were I 

EDGAR. 

What is his drift ? 
ATHELWOLD. 
Better, my royal Lord, you m^iVd Uoiivqi \ 
The wa/ward Earl is— 
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R G A R. 

What, audacioai Villaiu I 



>e heard. 



D G A R. 

Go too> thou choleric Lord! 
O R G A R. 
thou haft heard me» Edgar^ call me cho- 
leric. 

EDGAR.- 
then, and briefly. 

O R G A R. 

Once, my (acred Liege, 
\ daughter, duteous as e'er crown*d 
her's wrih, and lovely as could warm 
th to amVous tranfports. This, my Lord, 
:arnt lopg iince from noble Ardulph^^ praifesy 
ir'd with his defcriptron, fent this Earl, 
faithful Earl, t'invite her to your throne. 

EDGAR. 

^r^ar, not t'invite her to our throne, 
Y to note her beauty was his errand. 

O R G A R. 

he did note it, ftampt it for his own. 
by this parley ? Enter, Sir, thefe gates, 
let ElfriJas features be the book, 
re youinay read the ftory of his falihood» 
oil the inftant. 

E D G A R» 

Noble Lord» lead on 
I follow to the trial. I will humour 
EarFs hot temper. He has heaid, nr} (i\«&i\% 

F ^^ 
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We meant t'exaltlii^ daughter, and for that 
His partial fondnefs, link'd with his ambition. 
Levels tins rage at thee. Attend us, Lords. 

[Exeunt Edgar ^ Orgar, (fc» 
CHORUS. ATHELWOLD. 
CHORUS. 
My Lord, the King is enter'd : ftand not thus 
In mute and fixt diftrefs. 

AT H E L W O L D. 

A way, away; 
What ! can a Man that thinks fuch thoughts as I do 
Have pow'r of word or motion ? fpeak to me ; 
Inform me all. What faid flie when I left her ? 
How came her Father hither ? howdidfhe 
Greet his arrival ? Say, was ihe compell'd> 
Or did her free, and voluntary voice, 
Tell all the ftory ? Did fhe marlhal him, 
To this his deed of vengeance ? 

CHORUS. 

Dearefl: Matter, 
Eljrida told him not : his own deceit 
Was his informer. Here the Earl arriv'd 
Early^t morn, in mean and pilgrim weeds. 
All like an ancient, toil-worn traveller"^ 
And with a tale told in fuch piteous drain. 
Fraught with fuch fad and moving circumftance. 
With woes fo well diflembled j that our foftnefs 
Suffered him enter this clofe bow'r for reft. 
Which he adapting to his prying purpofe, 
Thence learnt the fecrct. This our difobedience. 
We own— 

AT H EL- 
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A T H E L*W OLD, 

r 

Was my perdition. Yet *tis well ; 
I blame ye not ; it was HcavVs juftice. Virgins ; 
This brought him hither, this annull'd your faith, 
I do not think, you purpos'd my deftruftion ; 
But yet you have deftroy'd me. O Elfrida, 
And art thou faithful ? This my jealous eye 
Thought it had markt fome fpeck of change upon thee ; 
Thought it had found, what might have made thylofs 
Somewhat within endurance. 'Tis not fo ; 
And this thy purity but ferves t*augment 
The fum of my diftra6tions. Meet me, Edgar, 

With thy rais'd fword : be merciful and fudden • 

[Exii Atbeliuold. 
CHORUS. 
ODE. 
Say, will no white-rob'd Son of Light, 
Swift-darting from his heav'nly height. 

Here deign to take his hallowed (land ; 
Here wave his amber locks j unfold 
His pinions cloth*d with downy gold ; 
Here fmiling ftretch his tutelary wand ? 

And you, ye hoft of Saints, for ye have known 
Each dreary path in Life's perplexing maze, 

Tho* now ye circle yon eternal throne 
With harpings high of inexpreflive praife. 
Will not your train defcend in radiant (late, 
To break with Mercy's beam this gathering cloud of 

. Fate? 
, *Tis filence all. No Son of Light 

Darts fwiftly from his heav'nly height j 

F z No 
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No train of radiant Saints defcehd. 
^' Mortals, in vain ye hope to find, 
" If guilty if fraud has ftatn'd jour mind» 
** Or Saint to hear, or Angel to defend." 

So Truth proclaims. I hear the facred found 
Buril from the centre of her burning throne : ■ 
Where aye ihe fits with ftar-wreath'd Juftr* 
crowned : 
A bright Sun clafps her adamantine zone. 
So Truth proclaims : her awful voice I hear : 
With many a folemn paufe it flowly meets my ear. 

** Attend, ye Sons of Men ; attend, and fay," 
Does not enough of my refulgent ray 

Break thro* the veil of your mortality I 
Say, does not rcafon in this form defcry 
Unnumber'd, namelefs glories that furpafs 
The Angel's floating pomp, the Seraph's glowing 
grace ? 
Shall then your earth-born daughters vie 
With me ? Shall fhe, whofe brighteft eye 

But emulates the diamond's blaze, 
Whofe cheek but mocks the peach's bloom, 
Whofe breath the hyacinth's perfume, 
Whofe melting voice the warbling woodlark's laysi 

Shall fhe be deem'd my rival ? Shall a form 
Of elemental drofs, of mould'ring clay. 

Vie with thefe charms imperial ? The poor woroJ 
Shall prove her conteft vain. Life's little day 
Shall pafs, and fhe is gone : while I appear 
Flufh'd with the bloom of youth thro* Heav'n's eter- 
. nal year. 

Knowi 
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Know, Mortals, know, ere firft yt fprung, 
£re firft thefe orbs in aether huog« 
I ihone amid the heav'nlj throng. 
Thefe ejes beheld Creation's day, 
This voice began the choral lay, 
And taught Archangels their triumphant fong. 

Pleas'd I furvcy'd bright Nature's gradual births 
Saw mfant Light with kindling luftre fpread, 

Soft vernal ftagrance clothe the flow'ring earth. 
And Ocean heave on his extended bed ; 
Saw the tall pine afpirlng pierce the (ky, 
The tawny Lion ftalk, the rapid Eagle fly. 

Laft, Man arofe, ere£t in youthful grace, 
Heav'ns hallow'd image ftampt upon his face, 
And, as he rofe, the high beheft was giv'n, 
•* That I alone of all the hoft of heav'n, 
" Should reign Protearefs of the godlike Youth." 
Thus the Almighty fpake : he fpake and cali-il nie 

Truth. 
ATHELWOLD, EDWIN, CHORUS. 

ATHELWOLD. 
Banifli me I No. I'll die. For why ihould Life 
Remain a lonely lodger in that breaft 
Which Honor leaves deferted ? Idle breath ! 
Thou can'ft not fill fuch vacancy. Be gone. 
This fword fhall free 

CHORUS. 

Oihame to Fortitude! 
Shame to that manly paflion, which infplres 
Its vigorous warmth, when the bleak blafts of Fate 
Would chillthe.foul. O call the ready virtue 

F 3 Ci:^\^ 
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Quick to thy aid, for flie is ever near thee ; 
Is ever prompt to fpread her fevenfotd (hield 
O'er noble breads. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Ahd but o'er noble breafis - 
Not o'er the bread which livid Infamy 
Indelibly has (potted. O ihame^ ihame. 
Swordy rid me of the thought. 

CHORUS. 

Forbear, forbear ^ 
Think what a fea of deep perdition whelms 
The wretch's trembling foul, who launches forth- 
Unlicenc'd to Eternity. Think, think j 
And let the thought rcftrain thy impious hand. 
The race of Man is one vaft marfliaird army. 
Summoned to pafs the fpacious realms of Time, 
Their leader the Almighty. In that march 
Ah who may quit his poft ? when high in Air 
The chos'n Archangel rides, whofe right hand weild^ 
Th'imperial ftandard of heav'n's providence. 
Which, dreadly fweeping thro* the vaulted (ky, 
O^erQiadows all creation. 

AT H E L W O L D. 

I was once ' ■ 
Yes> I was once (I have his royal word for't) 
A man of fuch try'd faith, fuch fteddy honor. 
As mock'd all doubt and fcruple. — What a change! 
Now muft that unftain'd, virgin charafter, 
Bedoom'dto grofs and hourly proftitution, 
Sating the luft of (lander ; and my wife. 
My chafte Eljrida ! O diftraftion, no, 
ril By to fave her. 
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E D'W I N. 

Stay, my dcarcft Matter ; 
VoaruDi on mftant death. 

ATHELWOLD. 

I mean it, (lave, 
-And wouU'ft thou hinder me ? 

E D W r N. 

Yes, Sir, T hold 
'Tis duty to my king, and love to you. 
Thus to oppofe your entrance. 

ATHELWOLD. 

What, thou traitor f 
Thy pardon, Edivitiy I forgot myfelf ; 
Forgot, that I flood here a baniih'd Man ; 
And that this gate was ihut againft its Mader, 
And yet this gate leads to ray dear Elfrida ; 
Can it be barr'd to me ? O Earth, cold Earth, 
Upon whofe breaft I caft this load of mis'ry. 
Bear it awhile ; and you, ye aged Oaks, 
Ye venyable Fathers of this wood. 
Who oft have cool'd beneath your arching (hades 
My humble anceftors, oft fcen.them hie 
To your fpread umbrage, from yon fultry field. 
Their fcene of honcft labour, (hade, ah ! (hade. 
The laft, the wretchedeft of all their race. 
I will not long pollute ye j for I mean 
To pay beneatji your confecrated gloom 
A facrifice to honor, and the ghofts 
Of tho(e progenitors, who fternly frown 
On me their bafe defcendant. 

F4 ^\^^\\5^. 
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E D W I N. 

Sec, ye Virgins^ 
How Horror (hades his brow; how fizthi&eye$ 
Heav'ns! what defpair* 

C H O R U S. 

EpwiN, 'tis eter thus 
With noble minds, Jf chance they Aide to folly ; 
Remorfe dings deeper, and relentlefs Coafcience 
Pours more of Gall into the bitter cup 
Of their fevere repentance. 

A T H E LW OLD. 

'Tisrefolrt: 
rU enter and demand a fecocd audience. 
And yet how vain I Ere I can reach his ear> 
His ready train will ftop me, and, with all 
The cruel punctuality of office, 
So prompt to a£t 'gainft fallen favourites, 

Difmifs me with reproof Surely I heard her. 

Was't not Elfrida\ voice ? 'Tis fhe herfelf. 

ELFRIDA, EDGAR, A THEL>¥OLD:a^ 
ORGAR, CHORUS. 
ELFRIDA. 
No, I will once more clafp him to my bofom. 
I will not be withheld. I will overtake him. 
Will go with him to exile. Hah, my Hufband \ 
So quickly found ? They thought to tear me froitt 

thee; 
But we will part no more. 

EDGAR. 

Take heed, Elfrida, 
This ilJ-tim'd fondnefs may recall the fate 



ift now freed htm from ; who loves h*ke me 
a ill brook this. Or quit hira» or be die^. 

ATHELWOLD. 

{> let me die ! Death is my deared wifli. 
ft me, Elfrida ! leave me to my fate, 
sjuft, 'tisjuft. Thus to my (bv'reign's fword 
ely I bare my breaft. Strike, injur'd Prince ; 
do not baniih me. 

ELFRIDA. 

What, AthilwolJ,. 
hen the lifef on whoie dear prefervation 
^iJa'9 peace depends, not worth the faving ? 

then. But ere thy murd'rer ftrikes the (Irpke; 

me inform him, that his ad d^ftroys 
iingle life. 

EDGAR; 
By heav'n fhe loves the traitor 
ond all hope of change— 

ELFRIDA. 

No, JtbelwoU, 
yu Aftlt not die. That paufe in royal Edgar- 
peaks for givenefs. He will foon relent ; 
I mercy, flowing from his gracious tongue^. 
I thy full pardon. Let us bieel, my Lord ;; 
se the important moment; kneel together ; 
], as tbefe ilreaming eyes and lifted handss 
ploy each adt of filent fupplication, 
thou recount — Ah ! no, thy modeft tongue: 
ild never teU.ev'n half the pliant dory., 
ilent then. Let Edgat^i^ felf reflet ;, 
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For well I know his Mem'ry writes thy Virtues 
Upon its faii;i5ft page. Yes, . let him weigh 
Ail thy paft deeds of loyalty and faith, 
'Gainft this fo light a fault. 

' EDGAR. 

So light a fault ! 
Had he diflodg'd my richeft cofFer'd treafures, 
Difpers'd fcdition*s poifon 'mid my troops, 
Qr aim'd with daring and rebellious hand 
To fnatch thefe regal honours from my brow, 
I fooner could have pardoned. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Ceafe, Elfrida^ 
My doom is juft — Yes, royal Sir, I go 
To baniflitnent. I do deferve to breathe, 
Deferve to bear this load of life about me, 
For many years ; to lengthen out my age, 
Lift'ning the hourly, knell of curd remembrance, 
Whofe leaden ftroke fhall tell to my fad foul 
That I was faithful once. 

E L F R I D A. 

O flinty Edgar^ ; 
What ! will this penitence not move thee ? Knbw 
There is a rofe-lip'd Seraph (its on high. 
Who ever bends his holy ear to earth 
To mark the voice of Penitence, to catch 
Her folemn (ighs, to tune them to his harp. 
And echo them in harmonies divine 
Up to the throne of Grace. Ev'n Heav*n is won 
By Penitence, and (hall HeavVs fubftitute, 
Shall Edgar fcorn — -• 
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EDGAR. 

Ceafe, ceafe, thou beauteous pleader f 
ar too beauteous ! Wouldft thou gain thy fuit, 
' glows that vermeil Jip ? why rolls that eye 
It as the ray of Morn ? Why in each gefture 

inexprefllve graces, but becaufe 
l^'re native all, and will not be conceaPd ? 
fure each charm betrays him, and becomes 
dvocate, whofe iilent eloquence 
Is 'gainil thy voice, and foils its tuneful power^ 
tor ! was this the face which thy falfe tongue 
in'd as vulgar? This fuch common beauty 
le fair eye of Day beheld each hour 
'ry clime he lighted ? Bafe diflembler,. 

inftant quit our reahn. 

E L F R I D A. 

O (lay thee, Edgary 
once more hear me. At thy feet I fall 
irneft, and diftreft a fupplicant, 
er embrac*d the knees of Majcfty. 
ire thy Country's guardian,, Edgar ^ (pare 
clo(e(l, fureft friend. Let not one fault,, 
el his thoufand, thou(and a£tat>f faith. 
[ I fall to vained: repetition. ' 
', whelming grief drowns all my £icultie9r 
leaves me nought but tears. 

EDGAR. 

Rife, rife, Elfrida. 
E L F R I D A. 
he then live ? 

EDG^BL, 
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ED G A R. 

He (hall, he ihall, my fair. 
If fo he qnitthe realm within the fpace 
Our fentence limited. 

E L F R I D A. 

O (lop not there ; 
That fentence will be death to AtbelivoU. 
Think, for thou know'ft full well his gentle natu: 
Can hefupport the rigour of this doom ? 
Can he, who liv'd but in thj gracious froiles. 
Who'd pine, if chance thofe fmiles a (ingle hour 
, Were dealt him thriftily ; think, can he bear 
The infamy of exile ? 

EDGAR. 
:* Hear mc, J^e/iooU. 

Did I not (how'r on thy much-favour'd head 
My thickeft honours, and with gift fo ready 
As out-run all requeft ? Did I not hold thee 
Still in fuch open confidence of friend/hip, 
Such love as 

ATHELWOLD. 

Sooner (lab me than repeat it. 
EDGAR. 
Yet give me hearing. 1 repeat not this 
To taunt or g 11 thee. On my foul thy worth 
Did o'ertop all thofe honours, and thy zeal 
Kept pace with my be(t love. Nor 'till this deed 
But fuch a deed ! look there, look on that face. 
Thou know'ft me, Atbelivoldy haft feen me gaze 
On a foft yielding fair one, *till mine eye 
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Lines. Perdition feize me, if this heart 
Love 'till now. 

ATHELWOLD. 

I fee It plain, my Liege, 
7 1 aught to leflen my OfFeilce. 
ire I kneel. Oh ! caft but on my mis'ry 
nd forgiving glance j this ready fword 
ipiate all. 

E L F R I D A. 

Ah ! will you ? muft he die ? 
EDGAR. 

ly thee, AtbeltvoUi and fheath thy fword ; 
yet (&ve but this hour of rage) 
1 thee my fubjedl. Thou wert ftill my friend ; 
njur'd as r am, thou ftiU art fuch : 
rego the word ; to bani(h thee 
thy death, tranfcends a friend's juft right. 

E L F R I p A. 
erous deed ! ah godlike goodnels I Virgins, 
ng will pardon him. Wake eaeh high note 
Ife, and gratitude, teach EJ^ar'% name 
rewood's furtheft Echo. O my Sev'reign f 
vords can fpeak my thanks— 

EDGAR. 

Nay, check thefe tranf^ortSy 
f 1 fee thee thus, my foul forget 
ier purpofe. I will leave thee, Lady ; 
il my lipa muft prefs this gentle hand, 
eathe one foft figk of no common fervor. 
n> mj LoTds -^Fai( wonder of thy fe^r. 
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Adieu. We'll ftraight into our realm of Mercfa^ 
Yet firft, as was ourpurpofe, thro' this foreft. 
We'll chace the nimble Roebuck ; may the fport 
More pleafe us, than we hope. Earl AthelnjuoUy 
Thou too muft join out train. Follow us ftraight. 

[Exit Edgar y Wr. 

ATHELWOLD. 
I do, my Liege. El^rida, I have much 
For thy lov'd ear, and have but one farewel 
To tell it all And yet 

E L F R I D A. 

Ah loiter cot. 
It may enrage. Farewel. Be fure, take heed 
I come not in your talk ; avoid ev'n thinking ; 
Check ev'n the fighs of abfence. Hafte, my Earl, 
Oh hafte thee, as thou lov'ft thy con ftant wife. 

[Exit Atbet<wold: 
ORGAR, ELF RID A, CHORUS: 
O R G A R. 
Thy conftant wife ! ah, ftain of all thy race-, 
Degen'rate Girl ! Henceforth be Orgar deemed 
Of foft, and dove-like temper, who could fee 
A child of his ftoop to fuch vile abafement. 
And yet forbore juft wratk j forbore to draw 
That blood flje had defil'd from her mean veins. 
But fure thou art not mine ; fome Elve or Faye 
Did fpirit away my babe, and by cwft charms. 
Thee in her cradle plac'd. Nay hang not on me. 
Dry, dry thy tears, they've done their office amply^ 
Edgar has pardon'd Wm. No, by my Earldom^ 
I cannot think of majefty thus meanly. 
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He'll yet avenge it : What if chance he ihould not? 
That ftops not me ; I have a heart, an arm, 
A fword can do me juilice. 

E L F R I D A. 

Ah ! my Lord, 

Are you (lill mercilefs ? Alas, I hop'd 

O R G A R. 
What could'ft thou hope, Elfrida ? could'ft thou 

think 
I e'er would pardon his vile perfidy, 
Or thine ignoble foftnefs ? 

ELFRIDA. 

Deareft Father, 
Frown not thus fternly on me. I would fain 
Touch your relenting foul, fain win your heart 
To fatherly forgivenefs. For thro' life 
Fve oft had pleafing proof how that forgivenefs 
Stoop'd to my fond perfuafion. But I fear 
Perfuafion now has left me. My fad thoughts 
Are all on wing, all following AtheUwold^ 
Like unfeen miniftring fpirits : — Pardon, Sir, 
That frown fhall check me, FU not mention him j 
I will but plead for my own weaknefs, plead 
For that foft fympathy of foul, which you 
Deem bafe and fervile. Bafe perhaps it might be> . 
Were I of bolder fex. But I, alas ! 
Ah pardon me, if Nature ftampt me Woman ; 
Gave me a heart foft, gentle, prone to pity, 
And very fearful. Fearful, fure with caufe 
At this dread hour, when if one haplefs word. 
One iigh break forth unbid, it may rekindle 
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The Monarch's rage ^What has my phrenzy fakl 

I've wander'd from my meaning. Deare(( Virgins^ 
My ra(h tongue more inflames him. O aflift me. 
Ye are not thus oppreft with inward horror : 
Kneel) plead, perfuade, convince- 

CHORUS. 

Alas, my miftrefs,. 
What may a fervant's accents do t*appeafe 
This furious Earl ? 

O R G A R. 
Ye well may fpare them : Maidens, 
Know my firm (buFs refolv'd, and be my heart 
As bafe as Athelinoletz^ if it foregoes 
The honed refolution. Think what I, 
What Britain fuffers from this traitor^s fraud : 
Had Edgar took my daughter to his bed» 
Our Britiih Line, wbich now in doom'd to fink 
In vile fubje6lion, had again afTum'd 
The pall of royalty, with half its power. 
In time perchance the whole. But this faife Saxon 
Shall with his life repay me. Here I'll wait 
His 6r(l return, and in his own domain 
Give him fair combat. I have known the time 
When this good arm had hardihood enough 
For thrice his prowefs. What is loft thro' age, 
My juft caufe ihall fupply ; and he fhall fall 
As did the traitor OfwaU^ whofe bold tongue 
Defam'd me to King AtMfian : To the ground; 
My fharp launce nail'd the caitiff* 

[Exit Orgar. 

ELFRIDA^ 
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ELFRIDA, CHORUS. 
E L F R I D A, 

Think, my Lord, 
Will Athei'vuoldy will he enter thofe lifts. 
Where cenqueft would be parricide ? Alas, 
He hears me not. Go, thou obdurate Man. 
A daughter's tears will but the more provoke thee. 
"I will not follow him. No, poor Elfrida I 
All thou can ft do is here to ftand, and weep. 
And feel that thou art wretched. 

CHORUS. 

Deareft Miftrefs, 

Reftrain this flood of tears, perhaps 

ELFRIDA. 

Perhaps ! 
Ah I mock me not with hopes. 

CHORUS. 

We do not mean it. 
For Hope, tbo* 'tis pale forrow's only cordial, 
Has yet a dull and opiate quality. 
Enfeebling what it lulls. It fuits not you \ 
For, as we fear 

ELFRIDA. 

Do you too fear ? Alas! 
I flatter'd my poor foul that all its Fears .. 
Were Grief's diftcmper'd coinage, that my Love 
Rais'd caufelefs apprehenfions, and at length 
Edgar would quite forgive. \ do bethink me, 
My joy broke forth too raflily. When they left ns, 

HU 
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His fafety was not half fecur'd ; my pleading 
Was not half heard j I (hould have followed E^ar^^'* 
Clalm'd more full pardon , forc'd him to embrace 
My forrowing Lord. 

C H O R US. 

We fear that forrow more 
Than Edgars rage. We fear his fallen Virtue. 
Self-condemnation works mod flrongly on him, 
Ev'n to Defpondency. Ev*n at his. pardon, 
No joy flu(h*d on his cheek ; we mark'd him well. 
He fhew'd no (ign of welcome. No, he took it 
As who fhouid fay, " To give me aught but Deat^^ 
** Is a poor boon unwiOi'd and unaccepted.*' 
Too much we fear he'll do fome impious Adl ■• 

• E L F R I D A. 

What, on his life? I thought I hadexplor'd 
Each various face of danger : this efcap'd me.. 
How mifs*d I this ? It fuits his courage highly ; 
Suits to his fix*d remorfe— But yet he will not, 
No, Atbel*woldt thou wilt not kill Eljrida, 

CHORUS. 

O may his love prefer ve him : may thefe fhades^ 

Receive him foon in peace. To this bleft end 

You fure fhouid ftrive to^calm your Father's rage ^ 

At leaft not fufFer him, as now, retired 

To brook o*er his revenge. For know, Elfridaf 

Beneath the filent gloom of Solitude 

Tho' Peace can (it and fmile ; tho* meek Content 

Can keep the chearful tenor of her foul, 

Ev> in the lonelieft ihades j yet let not Wrath 
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>acb , let black revenge keep far aloof, 
in they flame to Madnefs. 

E L F R I D A. 

True, my Virgins ; 
i me then : FU try each winning ai;t : 
ill fuch art becomes me, yet Til aim it.- 



— whence that noifc ? I heard fome hafty fbot- 
fleps. 

CHORUS. 

avens ! 'tis Edivin. 

FRIDA, EDWIN, CHORUS. 
E L F R I D A. 

EJivin, ah I that look 
iks too well the horror of thy errand. 
i me ail. 

EDWIN. 

Alas ! 

E L F R I D A. 

Nay, do not paufe. 
t me all. I think it will not kill roe. 
t each circumftance. Tm ready, EJwftf 
or the worft. 

EDWIN. 

Then hear that.worft, ElfrUa. 
IS the ftag had left yon weftward thicket, 
Ung difmifs'd his Lords, each fcv'ral ways, 
eir beft fport, bidding Earl Athelnjuoli^ 
Ardulphy and myfelf, attend his pcrfon. 
parted from the reft, the Monarch pierc'd 
kling dell> which opened in a Lawn 
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Thick (et with elm around. Suddenly here 
He turn'd his fteed, and crj'd, *< This place beSt: 
Our purfMfe well." 

E L F R T t) A. 

PurpofeJ wh^t putpokt EJtvin ? 
'Twas prcdeterniin'd then, difl'embling tyrant ! 
How could I truft, or hope 

EDWIN. 

Yet give me hearing: 
Thus with a grave compofure, and calm eye. 
King £^/zr fpake. Now hear me, Atbel*woldi 
Thy King has pardon'd this thy trait'rous a€l : 
From all difloyal bafenefs to thy prince 
Thou (land'ft abfolv'd ; yet, know, there (liil remains 
Somewhat to cancel more. As man to man, 
As friend to friend, now, Athelivold I call thee 
Straight to defend thy life with thy good fword. 
Nay, anfwer notj defend it gallantly. 
If thy arm profper, this my dying tongue 
Shall pardon thee, and blefs thee. If thou h\\% 
Thy parting breath mud: to my right refign 
£-{/riWii*8 beauties. At the word, both drew. 
Both fought ; but JihehvoliPs was ill play*d paflion* 
He aim'd his falchion at the Monarch's head. 
Only to leave his own brave breaft defencelefs. 
And on the inftant Edgar's rapid fword 
Pierc*d my dear matter's heart. He fell to earth, 
And falling cry'd, " This wound atones for all. 
** Edgar, thus full aveng'd, will pardon me, 
** And my true wife with chafte, connubial tears, 
*' Embalm my memory.'* Hefmil'd, anddy'd. 

ELFRIDA 
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E L F R I D A. 

Nay, come not round me> Virgins, nor fupport me. 

I do not fwoon, nor weep. I call not heav*n 

T'avenge my wretchednefs. I do not wi(h 

Tlu9 tjrrant's hand maj wither with cold paliies. 

No, I am very patient. Heav'n is juft I 

And, when the meafure of his crimes is full. 

Will bare its red right arm, and launce its lightnings; 

'Till then, ye elements, reft : and thou firm Earth, 

Ope not thy yawning jaws, but let this Monfter 

Stalk his due time on thine affrighted furface. 

Tes, let him <}ill go on ; fttU execute 

Mis fiivage purpofes, and ddly make 

More widows weep, as I do. Foolilh Eyes ? 

Why flow ye thus unbidden ? What have tears 

To da with grief like mine ? 

CHORUS. 

Help, help, my Sifters, 
To bear her to the caftle. 
ORGAR, ELFRIDA, EDWIN, CHORUS. 

O R G A R. 

As I paft, 
Metbought I heard a found of loud lament i 
EifriJa, ah ! 

ELFRIDA. 
Is not my father there ? 
Withhold me not ; Til fall at his dear feet. 
O Sir ! behold your child thus lowly proftrate ; 
Avenge her wrongs, avenge your poor ElJriJa^ 
Your helplefs, widow'd Daughter. 

ORGAR. 
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O R G A R. 

Widow'd Daughter ! 
What IS he flain ? 

E L F R I D A. 

Inhofpitably butcherM ; 
The Tyrant's favage felf — Stand you thus cool ? 
Where is the Britiih fpirit, where the fire 
Of Belin's race ?— -O foolifhnefs of grief ! 
Alas, I had forgot; had Edgar fpar'd hi«. 
That fword, to which my madnefs call'd for venge- 
ance. 
Ere long was meant to do the bloody deed. 
And make the murder parricide. Have I 
No friend to do me right ? 

O R G A R. 

Thou haft, my Child; 
I am thy friend, thy father. I'ruft my care. 
Edtuirtt a word. Retire, my deareft Daughter : 
Virgins, conduft her in. 

E L F R I D A. 

My Father, No. 
What do you do } I muft not be withheld, 
ril to yon bloody grove, and clafp my Hufband, 
My murder'd Hu(band. Why reftrain me. Sir ? 
Can my fad eye dart fire thro' his cold breaft. 
And light up life anew ? 

O R G A R. 

Go in, my child » 
And feek Tranquillity. 

E L F R I D A. 

Tranquillity ! 
I know her well ; ihe is Death*s pale-ey'd fifter j 



She's now in yonder grove cloiing the lids 
Of my poor Atbeliuold. 'That office done. 
She'll bear his foul upon her gentle plumes 
Up to the realms of Joy. PU follow them : 
I know he'd have it fo : He'll not be bleft, 
Ev'n on his throne of blifs, till I am with him. 

CHORUS. 
This way, my deareft Miftrefs. 

E L F R I D A. 

Hold, nay hold ; 
Croud not around me. Let me paufe awhile. 
Alhinay thou alone ihalt join my misery ; 
Fve much to utter to thy friendly ear. 
Lead on, thou gentle maid ; thy (ingle arm 
Shall prop my trembling frame ; thy (ingle voioe 
Speak peace to my afflictions. 

[Exit 'with the principal Firgin. 

ORGAR, EDWIN, SEMICHORUS. 
' ORGAR. 

On your lives, 
Virgins, let no difturbing ftep approach her. 
Say, Edwin (for I guefs ^twas youlHat brougjht . 
Thefe tidings hither), where was royal £^«r, . 
When late you left him ? i ; ; - - 

EDWIN, 

At my mailer's fide 
Repentant of the ftroke. • ' 

ORGAR. 

Coics He not back 
ToHarewood? 
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SEMICHORUS. 

Heav'n forbid! Elfrida'% btain 
Would madden at the fight. 

O R G A R. 

MiftaJcenot, Virgins; 
I did not mean at this didrefsful hour 
The King (hould fee my daughter. 

SEMICHORUS. 

No, for pity, 
Do not profane this iabbath of her grief. 
O be her forrow (acred ! 

O R G A R. 

Fear noti Virgins; 
Her peace is my beft care, and, to enfure it, 
ril haftethis inftant, by young £^wiVs guidance 
To find the Monarch. Some four miles from Hare- 
wood 
Stands old Egbert^s caftle, my faft friend. 
With him will I perfuade the King to fojourn, 
'Till my<:hi!d's grief abate ; that too to fpeed 
Be it your bufihefs^ Virgina. Watching ever 
Each lutppy intet\ral, when your foft tongues 
May hint his praifes, 'till by^raftice won 
She bear their fuller blazon. Elfrid's welfare 
Requires this friendly office at your hands ; 
And Edgar'^ virtues bear fuch genuine luftre, 

That Truth itfelf directs 

[ExitOrgar 

SEMICHORUS. 

As Truth dire^. 
So only .l(hall we a6t« This day has (hewn 

What 
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lire effects await its violation. 

t is the road of Truth, and plain ; 

bo' acrofs the facred way 

oufand erring footfteps ftray, 

rs to walk diredt, 

srith fage caution circumfpe^y 

Dwly through the folemn fcene. 

[The principal Firgin returns. 

SEMICHORUS. 
rgar left the grove ? 

SEMICHORUS. 

He has, my filler. 

SEMICHORUS. 
hear, and aid Elfrida*% lad refolve, 
akes the only way ftern Fate has left 
'c her plighted faith for ever pure 
r dead AthelimU. 

SEMICHORUS. 

Forbid it, Patience; 
I it, that fubmifllve calm of foul, 
1 teaches meek-ey'd Piety to fmile 
ch the fcourge of Heav'n. 

SEMICHORUS. 

Ye need not feax it, 
eans not felf dedrudlion. Thanks- to heav*iif 
and overbearing as her mis'ry h^ 
not fo nblit'rate from her bread 
vrittcn rule of duty. Her pure Soul 
s, on the indant, to devote itfelf 
iav'n and holinefs. AiTid her draight, 
EJ^rars pre fence, and her FalWii i«l^ 

G '?TC^^Ti\. 
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The ARGUMENT. 

VRACTACUS. King of the Silures, ha'vingr 
been defeated by Oftorius, the Roman Prafed^ 
ueen taken pr if oner , and his S'on (as it is fuppo- 
itber Jlain or fled, retired naith his onfy DaugB- 
nd took fan&uary among the Druids in Mona. 
us, after the battle^ lea<bing garrifons in the 
'red country y marched to fubdue the northern 
/'Brkain, and led his troops to the frontiers of 
igantes, then governed by Cartifmandua. This 
r, dreading the 'viSorious enemy^ made a truci 
him ; one of the conditions of*which ivas^ that 
ould ajjiji the Romans in fecuring the Britiih 
that he might be carried to Rome to grace the 
bh of Claudius. She accordingly gave up her 
ons ar Ho ft age Sy to be fent t hem fe Ives to Rome, 
e they did not f educe Caradlacu s /ro i« his Sane- 
tif ivhich place they *were to be accompanied by 
Didius, and a fujicient force, to effed that 

r Drama opens on their arrival in the confecra^ 
rove,, a little before midnight ^ afid about the 
when the Druids, tvho form the Chorus, tvere 
''ing the ceremonial of Q^t^QC'Slcmz^ s admiffion in- 
\r order. The two Princes are feized as fpieu 
•»e incidents, confe^uent upon this, form vjvat it 
the Bpilbde of the piece. The Exode, or Ca^ 
bhe, is prepared by the coming of Arviragus 
ing* s font moho, having efcapeavoith life in $he 
'attle, had employed the intermediate time in 
tely colleSing his Father's fcatter^d forces, ta 
m again in a condition of facing the enemy. His 
ryy in defending his Father and the Druids, oc^ 
s the Peripetia, or change of fortune i and his 
, with the final captivity of Cara6lacus, con^ 
the Tragedy, 
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Persons OF the Drama. 

AuLvs DiDiuSy the Roman €knerti 

VELLINtrS 1 

Sons of Cartismakdoa. 
Eli 



BLLINU8 -S 
ADVKVS 5 



• Chorus^ of Druids and Barbs« 
Caractacvs. 

Evelina, Daughter to Caractacu6« 
Arviragus, Son to Caractacus* 

ScEKEi MOKA* 



* The Dramatic part of the Chorus ib (fappoled 
to be chiefly fpoken by the Principal Druid i (he 
Ljrical part fung by the Bards. 



I i«9 1 

CARACTACUS,. 

A 

DRAMATIC POEM. 



AULUS DIDIUS,, with Romans. * 

TH I S is the fecret centre of the ifle : 
Here, Romans, paufe,. and let the eye of 
wonder 
Gaze on the folemn fcene ; behold yon oakj 
How ftern he frowns, and with his broad brown* 

arms 
Chills the pale plain beneath him : taatk jon altar,- 
The dark ftream brawling round its rugged bafe, 
Thefe cliffs, thefe yawning caverns, this wide circus^ 
Skirted with unhewn ftone : they awe my fout^ 
As if the very Genius of the place 
Himfclf appear'd, and with terrific tread; 
Stalk'd through his drear domain. And yet, my friends,, 
(If ihapes like his be but the fancy's coinage) 
Surely there is a hidden power, that reigns . 
'Mid the lone majefty of untam'd nature,, 
Gontrouling fober reafon 5 tell me elfe j 
Why do thefe haunts of barbVous fuperftition^ 
Overcome me ihuS ? I fcorn them yet, they awe owv 
Call forth the Britifh Princes : in tb!s< gloom 
limean to fchool them to our enteii^tlxc. 

[Enter Fellinws and'EUdurw- 

G 5. K^iV^i^^ 



AULUS DIDTUS, VELLINUS, ELIDURUS 
Ye pledges dear of Cartifmandua% faith. 
Approach! and to niineunin(lru£ted ear 
Explain this fcene of horror. 

ELIDURUS. 

Daring RomaR, 
Know that thou ftand'ft on confecrated ground : 
Thefe mighty piles of magic-planted rock, 
Thus ranged in myftic order, mark the place 
Where but at times of holieft feftival 
The Druid leads his train. 

AULUS DIDIUS. 

Where dwells the feer 2 
VELLINUS. 
In yonder fhaggy cave ; on which the moon 
Now flieds a (ide-Iong gleam. His brotherhood 
Poflefs the neighboring cliffs. 

AULUS DIDIUS. 

Yet up the hill 
Mine eye defcrles a diftant range of caves, 
Delv*d in the ridges of the craggy fteep : 
And this way ftill another. 

E L I D U R U. S. 

On the left 
Refide the fages fkill'd in Nature's lore ; 
The changeful univerfe, its numbers, powers, 
Studious they meafure, fave when meditation 
Gives place to holy rites: then in the grove 
Each hath its rank and fundtion. Yonder grots 
Are tenanted by Bards, who nightly thence, 

Rob'd 
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Itob*d in their flowing veils of innocent white, 
*^efcend, with harps that glflter to the moon, 
^/mning immortal ftrains. The fpirits of air, 
Qf earth, of water, nay of heav*n itfelf, 
lio Hften to their lay : and oft, 'tis faid, 
I^n viiible fhapes dance they a magic round 
To- the high minftrelfy. Now, if thine eye 
&e fated with the view, hade to thy fhips ; 
-And ply thine oars ; for, if the Druids learn 
This bold intrufion, thou wilt Bnd it hard 
To foil their fury. 

AULUS<;^ DIDIUS. 

Prince, I did not moor 
- ^y light*arm*d fhallops on this dangerous (Irand 
To footh a fruitlefs curiofity : jj , 

1 come in queil of proud CaraS'acus^ ; f. 

Who, when our veterans put his troops to ftighir/^ 
Pound refuge here. 

E L I D U R U S. 

If here the Monarch reds, 
Preiumptuous Chief! thou mfght'ft as well eflay 
To pfuck him from yon (tars : Earth's ample range 
Contains no furer refuge : underneath 
The foil we tread, a hundred fccrer paths, 
Scoop'd thro' the living rock in winding maze. 
Lead to as many caverns, dark^ aad deep i. 
Ib which the hoary fages aft their rites 
Myftcrious, rites of fuch ftrange potency, 
As, done in open day, would dfm-the fun, 
Tho*^ tfaronM in noontide brightnefs. In fuch decs 
4Ke may foe Hfe lie hid. 

AULUSv 



AULUS DIDIUS. 

WeknowtheUflL 
Mod difficult : jet haa thy rojal mother 
FurnKhM the means. 

E L I D U R U 8. 

My mother fay'ft thou, RoimCLO? 
AULUS DIDIUS. 
In proof of that firm faith (he lends to Rome» 
She gave yon up her honour^s hoftages* 

E L I D U R U S. 
Se did : and we fubmit. 

A U L U S D I D I U S. 

To Rome we bear you i 
From your dear country bear you j from your joy ^, 
Your loves, your friendfhips, all your fouls hold p x'e- 
cious. 

E L I D U R U S. 
And doft thou taunt us, Roman, with our fate ? 

AULUS DIDIUS. 
No, Youth, by heav'n, I would avert that fate. 
Wifli ye fot liberty i 

V E L L I N U S, E L I D U R U S. 
More than for life. 
AULUS DIDIUS. 
And would do much to gain it ? 

V E L L I N y S. 

Name the tafk. 
A U L U S' D I D I US. ^ 

The talk is oafy. Hafte ye to thefe Druids : 
Tell them ye com^, commUB.orfd\>^ ^csvxi Q^^^tv, 
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To Ceek the great Caraaacus j and call 
His valour to her aid, again ft the Legions>. 
Which, led by our Oftorim^ now aflail 
Her frontiers. The late treaty flic has feaPd 
Is yet unknown : and this ^er royal fignet, 
Which more to ma(k our purpofe was obtained. 
Shall be your pledge of faith. The eager king 
AVill gladly take the charge; and, he confenting. 
What elfe remains, but to the Meinaf s fliore 
Ye lead his credulous ftep } there will we feize him.: 
Bear him to Rome, the fubftitute for you, 
And give you back to freedom. 

V E L L I N U S. 

If the Druids — 
AULUS DIDIUS. 
If they, or he, prevent this artifice. 
Then force mufl: take its way : then flaming brands^ 
And bfting axes, v/eilded by our foldiers, 
Muft level thefe thick fhades, and fo unlodge 
The lurking favage. 

E L I D U R U S. 

Gods, fliall Monaperifli ^ 
AULUS DIDIUS. 
Princes, her ev'ry trunk (hall on the ground 
Strerch its gigantic length ; unlefs, ere dawn, 
Ye lure this untam'd lion to our toils. 
Go then, and profper ; I fliall to the fhlps^ 
And there expeft hid coming. Youths, remember, 
He muft to Rome to grace great defar'^ triumph : . 
Cdpfar and Fate demand him at your hand. 

[Exeunt Aulus DiJius and Romans. 
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ELI1>URUS. VELLINUS. 

E L I D U R U S. 

And wilUwiVn fuffer it ? Will thejuft gods, 
That tread yon fpanglcd pavement o'er our headsp 
Look from their fky and yield him ? Will tkeie 

Druids, 
Their fage vicegerents, not call down the thunder ;. 
And virtlt not inflant its hot bolts be darted 
In fuch a righteous caufe ? Yes» good old king. 
Yes. lad of Britons, thou art heav'n's oWn pledge; 
And (halt be fuch till death. 

V E L L I N U S. 

What means my brother ^ 
Doft thou refufe the charge ? 

E L I D U R U S. 

Dod thou accept it ? 
V E L L I N U S. 
It gives us liberty. 

E L I D U R U S. 

It makes us traftors. 
Gods, would Vellinus do a deed of bafenefs ? 

V E L L I N U S. 
Will ElidUrus fcorn the profFer'd boon 
Of freedom ? 

ELIDURUS. 
Yes, when fuch its guilty price^ 
Erotbery I fpum it. 

VEL. 
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V E L L I N U S. 

Go then, foolifh boy f 
iie deed myfelf. 

E L I D U R U S. 

It fhall not be : 
rodaim the fraud. 

V E L L I N U S. 

Wilt thou ! *(is weff. 
'on cave ; call loudly on the Druid ; 
him drag to ignominious death 
•tner of thy blood. Yet hope not thou 
)e i for thou didfl join my impious fteps: 
re his wrath (hall curfe thee : thou ihalt livcj 
t thou live an interdi(5ted Virretch,^ 
ts of nature canceird^. 

E L 1 D U R U S. 

Orel/tnust 
it my foul : by heav*n thou know'ft I love 

thee, 
intly as brother e'er lov'd brother : 
vingthee, I thought I lov'd mine honour, 
not w&ke, dear youth, in this true breaft 
2 a conflid. 

V E L L I N U S. 

Honour's voice commands 
ould'ft obey thy mother, and thy queen, 
and Holinefs alike confpire 
thee (ave thefe confecrated grovea 
xmian devadation. 

E L I D U R U S. 

Horrid thought I 
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Hence let usbaffe, e?'iMo the fartlieft nook 
Of this wide ifle ; nor view the facrilege. 

V E L L I N US. 

No, let us ftay, and by our profpcrous art 
Prevent the facrilege. Mark me, my brother^. 
More years and more experience have matur'd 
My fober thought i I will convince thy youth^. 
, That thia our deed has ev'ry honeft fandion. 
Cool reafon may demand. 

E L I D U R U S. 

To Rome with reafon : 
Try if 'twill bring her deluging ambition 
Into the Icveh courfeof right and juftice : 
Tcy if 'twill tame thefe infolent invaders ;. 
Who thus, in favagenefs of conqueft, claim 
Whom chance of war has fpar'd. Do this, and- 

profper. 
.But, pray thee, do not reafon from my foul 
it's inbred honefty : that holy flame, 
Howe'er cclips'd by Romeo's black influence 
In vulgar minds, ought Qill to brighten ours. 

V E L L I N U S. 

Vain talker, leave me. 

E L I D' U R U S. 

No, I will not leave thee : 
Imuft not, dare not, in tbefe perilous fliades. 
Think, if thy fraud (hould fail, thefe holy men, 
How will their juftice rend thy trait'rous limbs ? 
If thou fucceed'ft, the fiercer pangs of confcience, . 
How will they ever goad thy guilty foul ? 
Mercy » defend ual fee>.tht awful Druids 
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re liTuing from their caves: hear'ft thoo yon iignal? 
3, on the indant all the mountain whitens 
^ith flow-defcending Bards. Retire, retire ; 
his is the hour of facrifice : to ftaj 
death. 

V E L -L I N U S. 

ril wait the clofing of their rites 
yonder vale : do thou, as likes thee beft, 
.'tray, or aid me. 

E L I D U R U S. 
To betray thee, youth, 
hat love forbids ; honour, ahis ! to aid thee* 

[Exeunt. 

Enter CHORUS. 
SEMICHORU8. 

?ep and filence reign around ; 

Dt a night-breeze wakes to blow i 

rcle, fons, this holy ground i 

rcle clofe, in triple row. 

id, if maflc'd in vapours drear> 

ly earth-born Spirit dare 

3 hover round this facred fpace, 

iftc with light fpells the murky foe to chacfe 

ft your boughs of vervain blue, 

pt in cold September dew j 

id da(h the moiilure chafte, and clear, 

er the ground, and thro' the air. 

)w the place is purg'd and pure. 

ethren ! fay, for this high hour 

e the milk-white (leers prepared ? 

hofe necks the rude yoke never fcar'd, 
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To the furrow yet unbroke ? 
For fuch mufl: bleed benentb yon oak. 

SEMICHO R US. 
Druid, thefe, in order meet, 
Are all prepar'd. 

SEMICHORUa 
But tell me yet, 
Cad'wallt did thy ftcp profound- 
Dive into the cavern deep, 
Twice twelve fathom under ground. 
Where our ^ge fore-fathers deep ? 
Thence with reverence haft thou born, 
From the confecrated cheft. 
The golden fickle, fcrip, and veft, 
Whilom by old ffelinus worn ? 

SEMICHORUS, 
Druid, thefe, in order meet. 
Are all prepar'd. 

SEMICHORUS. 
But tell me yet. 
From the grot of charms and fpells, 
Where our matron fifter dwells, 
Brennus /has thy holy hand 
Safely brought the druid wand y 
And the potent adder-ftone, 
Gender'd Yore th' autumnal moon ? 
When, in undulating twine. 
The foaming fnakes prolific join j 
When they hifs, and when they bear 
Their wond*rous egg aloof in air ; 
Thence, before to earth it fall, 
^JHrnDrnd, m bis hallow'd pall, 



"^wv*^ 
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eives the prize j 
inftant files, 

ow'd by th*envenom'd brood, 
. he crafs the cryftal flood. 

SExMICHORUS. 

id, thefe, in order meet, 
all prepared. 

SEMICHORUS. 

Then all's compleat. 

now let nine of this felefled band, 
jfe greener years befit fuch ftation beft, 
h wary circuit pace around the grove : 

guard each inlet j watchful, left the eye 
>ufy curiofity profane 

on our rites : which now muft be as clofe 
lone i*thVery central womb of earth, 
afion claims it ; for Caradacus 
s night demands admidion to our train. 

once our king, while ought his power avarPd 
fave his country from the rod of tyrants, 
t duty pad, does wifely now retire 
end his days in fecre fy and peace ; 
id with Druids, in this chief of groves, 
I in the heart of Mona. See, he comes \ 
V awful is his port 1 mark him, my friends ! 
looks, as doth the tower, whofe nodding walls, 
T the conflift of heavVs angry bolt8> 
A^B with a dignity unmark'd before, 
I in its prime of ftrength. Health to the kiJig I 

CARAC- 



[ '40 J 
CARACTACUS, EVELINA, CHORUS^ - 

CARACTACUS. 

This holy place, methinks, doth this night wear 
More than its wonted gloom : Druid, thefe grov^i 
HaTe caught the dtfmal colouring of my foul. 
Changing their dark dun garbs to very fable, 
In pity to their gueft. Hail, hallow'd oaks T 
Hail, Britifh botn I who, laft of Britifli race. 
Hold your primaval rights by nature's charter f 
Not at the nod of Cafar, Happy forefters, 
Ye wave your bold heads in the liberal air ; 
Nor a(k, for privilege, a praetor's edift. 
Ye, with your tough and intertwifted roots» 
Grafp the firm rocks ye fprung from ; and cre^ 
In knotty hardihood, flill proudly fpread 
Your leafy banners 'gainft the tyrannous norths 
Who Roman like aifails you. Tell me, Druid, 
Is it not better to be fuch as thefe,. 
Tban be the thing I am ^ 

CHORUS; 

To be the thing,. 
Eternal wifdom wills, is ever bcft. 

CARACTACUS. 

But I am loft to that predeftin'd ufc 

Eternal wifdom wilPd, and fitly therefore 

May wifh a change of being. I was bora 

A King ; and Heav*n, who bade thefe warrior oakr 

Lift their green fhields againft the fiery fun. 

To fence their fubjedt plain, did mean, that I 

Should, with as firm an arm, protefl my people 

Againft the peftilent. glare of Rome's ambition. 
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I faird 5 and how I fail'd, thou know'ft too well ; 
So does the babbling world : and therefore, Druid» 
I would be any thing fave what I am. 

C HO R U S. 
Sec, to thy wifh, the holy rites prepar'd, 
Which, if heav'n frown not, confecrate thee Druid : 
See to the altar's bafe the vidlims led, 
From whole free-gufhing blood ourfelf (hall read 
Its high behefts ; which if aflenting found, 
Thefe hands around thy chofen limbs (hall vrap 
The veft of fandity ; while at the a6t 
Yon white-rob'd bards, fvveeping their (blemn harps* 
Shall lift their choral warblings to the Ikies, 
And call the gods to witnefs. Mean while. Prince, 
Bethink thee well, if ought on this vain earth 
Still holds too firm an union with thy foul, 
Eftranging it from peace. 

CARACTACUS. 

I had a queen : 
Bear with tpy weaknefs, Druid ! this tough breaft 
Muft heave a figh, for fbe is unreveng'd. 
And can I tafte true peice, (he unreveng'd ? ^ 
So chafte, fo lov'd a queen ? ah, Evelina ! 
Hang not thus weeping on the feeble arm 
That could" not fave thy mother. 

EVELINA. 

To hang thus 
Softens the pang of grief ; and the fweet thought. 
That a fond father dill fupports his child. 
Sheds, on my penfive mind, fuch foothing balm. 
As doth the blefling of thefe pious feer«» 
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When mod they wi(h our welfare. Would to hetT'a 
A daughter's prefence could as much avail, 
To eafe her father's woes, as his doth mine. 

C A R> C T A C U S. 
Ever mod gentle ! come unto my bofom : 
Dear pattern jof the precious prize I loft, 
Lod, To inglorious loft ; my friends» thefe eyes 
Did fee her torn from my defencelefs camp i 
A^hilft I, hemm*d round by (quadrons, could not 

fave hef : 
My boy, ftill nearer to the darling pledge. 
Beheld her ihrieking in the ruffian's aim ; 
Beheld, and fled. 

EVELINA. 

^ Ah ! Sir, forbear to woun^ 

My brother's fj^me ; he 'fled, but to recall 
His fcatter'd forces to purfue and fave her. 

CARACTACUS. 

Daughter, he fled. Now, by yon gracious moon» 
That rifing faw the deed, and infliant hid 
Her biufhing face in twilight's dufky veil. 
The flight was parricide. 

EVELINA. 

Indeed, indeed, 
I know hitn valiant ; and no doubt he fell 
'Mid flaughter'd thoufands of the haughty foe, 
Vidtim to filial love. Ar^iragus^ 
Thou hadft no fifler near the bloody field, 
Whofe forrowing fearch, led by yon orb of night. 
Might find thy body ; wafli wiih tears thy wounds ; 
Aad wipe them with hec halt. 
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CHORUS. 

Peace, virgin, peace: 
Nor thou, fad prince, replj ; whate'er be is. 
Be he a captive, fugitive, or corfe, 
He is what heav*n ordained: thefe holy groves 
Permit no exclamation 'gain ft heaven's will 
To violate their echoes : Patience, here. 
Her meek hands fok'.ed on her modeft bread. 
In mute fubmiilion lifts th' adoring eje, 
Ev'n to the ftorm that wrecks her. 

EVELINA. 

Holy Druid, 
If ought my erring tongue has faid pollutes 
This facred place, I from my foul abjure it. 
And will thefe lips bar with eternal filence, 
Rather than fpeak a word, or a£t a deed 
Unmeet for thy fage daughters ; bleflingfirft 
This hallow'd hour thai takes me from the world. 
And joins me to their fober fifterhood. 

CHORUS. 

Tis wifely faid. See, Prince, this prudent maid, 
Now, while the ruddy flame of fparkling youth 
Glows on her beauteous cheek, can quit the world 
Without afigh, whilft thou— 

CARACTACUS. 

Would fave my quecQ 
From a bafe raviflier ; would wifli to plunge 
This falchion in his breaft, and fo avenge 
Infulted royalty. O holy men ! 
Ye ate the fons of piety and peace ; 
Yc never felt the Iharp vindi^Uve fpui» 
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That goads the injur'd warrior ; the hot tide, 
That flufhes crimfon on the confcious cheek 
Of him, who burns for glory ; elfe indeed 
Ye much would pity me : would curfe the fate 
That coops me here inadlive in your groves, 
Robs me of hope, tells me this trufty fteel 
Muft never cleave one Roman helm again ; 
Never avenge my queen, nor free my country, 

CHORUS. 

TIs heav'n's high will— 

CARACTACUS. 

I know it, reverend fathers! 
*Tis heav*n's high will, that thefe poor aged eyei 
Shall never more behold that virtuous woman, 
To whom my youth was conftant, *twas heaven's 

will 
To take her from me at that very hour. 
When bed her love might footh me ; that black hour> 
[May memory ever raze it from her records] 
When all my fquadrons fled, and left their king 
Old and defencelefs : him, who nine whole years 
Had taught them how to conquer : Yes, my friendly 
For nine whole years againft the fons of rapine 
ried my veterans, oft to victory, 
Never 'till then to fliame. Bear with me, Druid, 
I've done : begin the rites. 

CHORUS. 
O would to heav'n 
A frame of mind, more fitted to thefe rites, 
Pofleft thee, Prince! that Reflgnation meek. 
That dove-ey'd Peace, handmaid of Sandity, 
Approached this altar witK iht^-. 'il^^d of thefe. 
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•ee I not gaunt Revenge, enfanguin'd Slaughter, 
iBdmad /Vmbiuon, dinging to thy foul, 
^ger to ihatch thee back to their domain, 
ack to a vain and miferable world ; 
Vhofe mis'ry and vanity, tho' tryM, 
^hou ftiil hold'ft dearer than thefe foienm (hades, 
Vhere Quiet reigns vfith Virtue ? Try we yet 
Vhat Holinefs can do ! for much it can : 
luch is the potency of pious prayer : 
kad much the (acred influence convey'd 
y (age myfterious office : when the foul, 
aatch'd by tht ppwer of mudc ftom her cell 
f fle(hly chraldwi, feels faerfelf upborn 
>B plumes of extacy, and boldly (prings, 
^id fweiling harmonies and pealing hymns, 
^p to the porch of heav'n. Strike, then, ye Bards ! 
trike all your ftring^ fymphonious ; wake a ftrain 
lay penetrate, may purge, may purify, 
iii yet unhallow'd bofom ; call ye hither 
'he airy tribe, that on yon mountaia dwell, 
v^n on majeftic Snowdon* : they, who never 
)eign vilit qiortal men, (ave on fome cau(b 
>f higheft import, bu|, fubltmely ihrin'd 
)n its hoar top in domes of cryftaUIne ice, 
[old converfe with thof^fpirits, thatpoflefs 
The Ikies pure (apphire, neareft heav'a icfelf. 
ODE. 

Mona on Snowdon calls : 
lear, thou King of mountains, hear ; 

Hark, (he fpeaks from all her ftrings i 

Hark, her loudeft echo rings i 
ling of mountains, bend thine ear : 

H Sen 

/ 
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Send thy fpirits, fend them foonf 

Now, when Midnight and the MoOA 
Meet upon thy front of fnow : 

See» their gold and ebon rod» 

Where the fob^r fifters nod» 
And greet in whifpers (age and flow. 
Snowdon mark f 'tis Magic's hour $ 
Now the mutter'd fpell hath pow'r » 
Pow'r to rend thy ribs of rock, 
And burft thy bafe with thunder's fliock; 
But to thee no ruder fpell 
Shall Mona ufe, than thofe that dwell 
In mufic's fecret cells, and lie 
Steep'd in the dream of harmony. 

Snowden has heard the ftrain : 
Hark, amid the wond'ring grove 

Qcller harpings anfwer clear. 

Other voices meet our ear. 
Pinions flutter, fhadows move, 

Bu fy murmurs hum around, 

Ruftling veftments brufh the ground ; 
Round, and round, and round they go» 

Thro' the twilight, thro' the fliade. 

Mount the oak's majeftic head. 
And gild the tufted milTeltoe. 
Ceafe, ye glittering race of light, 
Clofc your wiiigs, and check your flight. 
Here arrang'd in order due, 
Spread your robes of fafFron hue ; 
For lo, with more than mortal fire. 
Mighty Mador fmites the lyre: 
Hark he fweeps the mafter-ftrings ; 

Liften all 

C H O R 
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CHORUS. 
ifE; z falleh fnioak involves the altar ; 
titrkl oak doth ihake $ I hear the found 
J profane : CaraSacus^ retire ; 
nee the vidlims ; Mona is polluted. 

S E M I C H O R U S. 

as we did watch the eaftern fide, 
d and inftant feiz'd two ftranger youthsj 
n the bottom of a ihadowy dell, 
rnelt converfe : Britons do they feem^ 
Brigantian race. 

CHORUS. 

Hafte, drag them hither. 
.INUS, ELIDURUS, CHORUS. 
E L I D U R U S. 

, ye fage and venerable Druids f 
mntrynien and (bns. 

CHORUS. 

And are je Britons ? 
1 of profanation : Rome herfelf, 
ipious Rome, whom conqueft makes more 

impious, 
not have dar*d fo raflily. O \ for words» 
I the fiercefl: force of execration, 
: the deed, and doers. 

ELIDURUS. 

Spare the curfef 
e our youth ! 

H 2 CHORUS. 
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f)ur bdincfs told, I truft thou'lt Toon difclaim 
The vain fufpicion ; and thy holy ear 
(Be brave Cara^acus or here or abfenf) 
Shall inftant learn it. From th« north we come j 
The (on? of her, whofe heav*n-entrufted fway 
BleiTes the bold Brigantes ; men who firmly 
Have three long moons withftood thofe Romaii 

pojvers. 
Which, It^hyitWOftorius, fl:illafl|il 
Our frontiers : yet fo oft have our ftout fwords 
Rcpeird their hot affault, that now, like falconsi 
They hang fufpended, loth to quit their prey, 
Nor daring yet to feize it. Such the ftate 
Of us and Rome ; in which our prudenr motheti 
Revolving what might bed fecure her country 
From this impending ruin, gave us charge 
To feek the great Caradacusy and call 
Hia valour to her aid, to lead her bands. 
To fight the caufe of liberty and Britain, 
And quell thefe ravagers. 

\Cara£iacus Jiarts from behind the ali&f' 

CARACTACUS, VELLINUS, ELIDURUS, 

CHORUS. 

CARACTACUS. 

And ye have found me ; 
Friends, ye have found me : lead me to your QticcDf 
And the laft purple drop in thefe old veins 
Shall fall for her and Britain. 

CHORUS, 

Rafl),rafli Prince! 

VELLINUS' 
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V E L L I N O S. 

ft immortal powers ! is this the n^nOf 
ore than man, who for nine hloody year» 
ood all Rome ? FTe is j ihat warlike front, 
o'er with hoaeft fears proclaims he is : 
brother, kneel, while in his royal hand 
Ige the (ignet : this, in pledge of faith, 
Cartifmandua fends, and with it tells thee 
8 a nobler pledge than this behind ; 
[ueen 

CARACTACUS. 

Guideria ! 

V E L L I N U S. 

Safely with our Mother, 
^CARACTACUS. 

when, ^^fa'^^ ^.nM ? ,..:^,i->y r^^^^ t 

thank ye, 
is true, this fignet fpeaks it true, 
me briefly. 

V E L L I N U S. 

In a faliy, Ihrince, 
I wanting abler chiefs, my gracious mT>ther 
litted to my charge, our troops aflaiFd 
utwork of the camp i the malk of night 
r'd our arms, and there my happy hand 
oom'd with other prifoners to releafe 
aptive matron. 

CARACTACUR 

Let toe dafp thee, youth, 
bou ihalt bemy fon: I had one, ftranger, 

H 4 \x^<3l 



Jirflx>f thy years ; he looked like thee tight honclbr ^ 
Had juft that freeborn boldnefs on bis brow. 
And jet he fail'd me. Were it not for him» 
WhO) as thou feeft» ev'n at this hour of jo/^ 
Draws tears down mine old cheek, I were as bkft: 
As the great gods. Oh» he has all difgrac'd 
His high-born anceftry ! But Til forget him. 
Hade, E'velina, barb my knotty fpear. 
Bind faft this tf ufty falchion to my thigh. 
My bow, my target — 

CHORUS. 

Rafh CaraSaeus ! 
What haft ihou done ? What doft thou mean todf ^ 

CARACTACUS. 
To fave my country. . 

CHORUS. —- ' 

10 betray thyfelf. 
That thou had done; the reft thou cand not de» 
If Heav'n forbids ; and of its awful will 
Thy fiiry recks not : Has the bleeding vtdimi 
Pour'd a propitious (lieam ? the milk-white fteeds 
Unrein*d and neighing pranc'd with fav'ring fteps? 
Say, when thefe youths approach'd, did not a ga^ 
Of livid fmoak involve the bickering flame ? 
Did not the foreft tremble ? every omen 
Led thee to doubt their honedy of purpofe; 
And yet, before their tongues could tell that purpo(e/ 
Ere I had tender'd, as our laws ordain, 
Their ted of faith, thy rudenefs rulh'd before me, 
infringing my juft rights. 

C A R A 6 
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CARACTACUS. 

Druid > methinksy 
At fuch a timet in fuch a caufe. Reproof 
Might bate its (lernnefs. Now» by Heav'n* I fee!) 
Bejond all omens* that within my breaft, 
Which marfhals me to conqueft ; fomething here 
lliat fnatcbes me beyond all mortal fears. 
Lifts me to where upon her jafper throne 
Sits flame-rob'd Vidtory, who Calls me fon. 
And crOwns me with a palm, whofe deathlefs green 
Shall bloom, when Cajar^z fades. 

CHORUS. 

Vain- confidence! 
CARACTACUS. 
Yet I fubmit in all*-— % 

CHORUS: 

'Tis meet thou fliould'ft. 
Thou art a Kingi a fov'reign o'er frail man |. 
r am a Druid, fervant of the Grods ; 
Such fervice is above fuch fo¥?reignty, 
As well thou know'il:- if they fhould prompt theft 

lip8 
To interdia the thing thou dar'ft to do, 
What would avail thy daring ? 

C A R- A C T A C U & 

Holy man ! 
But thou wilt blefs it; Hcav'n will bid theeblefs ft j 
Thou know'ft that» when wo fight to fave our 

country, 
We fight the caufe of Heav'n. The man that ^Is, 
Falls hallow'd i falls a vi^im for tKe Gods $ 
Vor fbcm and for their altars. _ 

H 5 C \\. O ^^i ^- 
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CHORUS. 

Valiant Prince ! 
Think not we lightly rate our cottntry'fi wetAf 
Ofy thee, our country*! champion. Well we ksfw 
The glorious meed of thofe exalted fouU, 
Who flame like thee for freedom : mark me» Prinoe> 
The time will come» when Deftiny and Death, 
Thron*d in a burning car, the thund'f ing wheeb 
Arm*d yrlih gigantic Tcythes of adamants 
Shall fcour this field of life : and in the rear 
The Bend Oblivion : kingdoms, empires, worlds 
Melt in the general bla^te : , when, lo, from high 
Andrade darting, catches from the wreck 
The roll of fame, claps her a(cending plumes. 
And (lamps on orient (lars each patriot name. 
Round her eterni^dome. 

C A R A C T A C U S. 

Speak ever thus. 
And I will hear thee, 'till attention hint 
In heedlefs eztacy. 

CHORUS. 

This tho' we know, 
Let man beware with headlong zeal to rufli 
Where flaughter calls ; it is not courage. Prince, 
No nor the pride and pra^isM (kill in arms, 
That gains this meed : the warrior is no patriot, 
Save when, obfequious to the will of Heav'n, 
He draws the fword of v^dgeance. 

C A R A C T A C U S. 

'Surely, Druid, 
Such fair occafion fpeaks the will of Heav'n — — 

C ^ O 13s U S, 
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CHORDS. 

Monarcby perchance thou haft a fair occaflon r 
But, if thou haft, the Gods will foon declare it : 
Their fov'reign will thou know'ft not ; this to leara 
Demands our fearch. Ye mortals all retire ! 
Leave je the grove to us and infpiration ; 
Nor let a ftep, or ev'n one glance profane. 
Steal from your caverns : ftay> my holy brethren^ 
Ye time-ennobled Seers, whoie rev'rend brows 
Full eighty winters whiten ; youy ye Bard*, 
Leolsne, Cadwallt Hoel^ Caniahr, 
Attend upon our flumbers : Wond'rous men, 
Ye» whofe ikilFd fingers know how beft to ]ead> 
Thro' all the maze of found, the wayward ftep 
Of Harmony, recalling oft,, and pft ^^ 
P^fflBittiBg her unbridled courfe to' ruih 
Thro' diiObnance to cofncord^ fwceteft the* 
Ev'n when expelled harfheft. Maiior thou 
Alone flialt lift thy voice ; no choral peal 
Shall drown thy folemn warblings ; thou beft know'ft 
That opiate charm which lulls corporeal fenfe : 
Thou haft the key, great Bard I that beft. cait ope 
The portal of the ibuii unlock it ftraight,. 
And lead the penfive pilgrim on her way, 
Througlhtbevaftregrons of futurity. ^ 

Exiuni Caradacust VtUinuty Ska, 

CHORUS. 

O D EL . 

^all, thou harp of Pliryf^ frame r 

In years of yore that Canibei bore 
From Troy's fepukfaral flame ; 

With ancient Brute, to Britain'^ ibore 
The mighty minftrel came *. 
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Sublime upon thy bui-ni(h*d prow» 

He bade thy manly modes to flow i 
Britain heard the defcant bold, 

She flung her white arms o'er the feft ; 
Proud in her leaf^ boibm to eafold 

The freight of harmony. 

Mute 'till then was ev'ry plain. 

Save where the flood o'er mountains rude 
Tumbled his tide amain : " 

And Echo from th' impending wood 
Refounded the hoarfe flrain ; 

While from the north the fullen ^le 

With hollow whirlings ihook the vale ; 
Difmal notes, and anfwer'd foon 

By favage howl the heaths among. 
What time tie wolf doth bay the tremUiiig iii009> 

And thin the bleating throng. 

Thou fpak'ft, imperial Lyre, 
The rough roar ceas'd, and airs from high 
Lapt the land in extafy : 

Fancy, the fairy, with thee came; 

And Inijpiration, bright-ey'd dame. 
Oft at thy call would leave her fapphire iky ; 

And, if not vain the verfe prefumes, 
Ev'n now fome chafte Divinity is near : 

For lo I the found of diftant plumes 
Pants thro' the pathlefs defart of the air. 

'Tis not the flight of her ; 

'Tis deep, her dewy harbinger. 
Change my harp, O change thy meafures j, 
Cull, from thy mellifhiouB treafures, 



l^oies 
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Notes that (leal on even feet. 
Ever floWy yet never paufing, 

Mizt with many a warble fweet^ 
In a lingering cadence cloiing, 
While the pleas'd power (inks gently down the ikies, 
And feals vrith hand of down the Druids (lumbering 
tycs. 

Thrice I paufet and thrice I (bund 

The central ftring, .and now I ring 
(By meafur'd lore profound) 

A fevenfold chime, and fweep, and fwing 
Above, below, around. 

To mix thy muiic with the fpheres^ 

That warble to immortal ears. . 
Infpiration hears the call ; 

She rifles from her throne above* 
And, fudden as the glancing meteors fall. 

She comes, ihe fills the grove. 

fiigh her port ; her waving hand . . 

A pencil bears ; the days, the yeais^ 
Arife at her commaqd, . ^ 

And each obedient colouring veears. , 
Lo, where TimcV pi&ur'd band . 

tn hucs.athercal glide klong j 

O mark the tranfitoiry throng • . \ 

Now they dazzle, now they die, 

Jnftant tjbey flit from light to (hade,; . 
Uidxk the blue forms of fimt futdriijf)' '." 

O niari them crjp they fade. 
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Whence was that inward groan ? 
Why burfts thro' cfofed lids the tear ? 
Whj uplifts the briftling hair 

Its white and venerable (hade? 

Whj down the confecrated head 
Conrfes in chilly drops the dew of fear ? 

AH is not welly the pale-ey'd moon 
Curtains her head in clouds, the flars retire> 

Save from the fultry fouth alone 
The fwart ftar flings his peftilential fire ; 

Ev'n fleep herfelf will fly, 

If not recaird by harmony. 
Wake, my lyre! thy fofteft numb(fls. 
Such as nur(el extatic flumbers. 
Sweet as tranquil virtue feels 

When the toil of life is ending. 
While from the earth the fpirit fteals, 

And, oh new-born plumes afcending, 
Haftens to lave in the bright fount of day, 
"Till Deftiny prepare a ihrine of purer day. ♦ 

[The Druid tuakingy fptak'x 

CHORUS. 
It may not be. Avaunt, terrific ax; 
Why hangs thy bright edge glaring o'er the grove ? 
O for a giant's nerve to ward the (Iroke f 
It bows, it falls. 
Where am 1 ? huih, my foul ! 
'Twas all a dream.. . Refume no more the ft rain : 
The hour is paft : my brethren ! what ye faw, * 
(If what ye faw, as by your looks, I read. 
Bore like ill-omen'd Ihape) hold it in filence. 
The midnight air falls chilly on my bread ; 
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id now I fliiver, now a fiev*rifli glow 

orches my vitals* Hark» fome (lep apprbaclies. 

EVELINA, CHORUS. 
EVELINA. 
\xQSf with my wayward fears, to burill unbidden 
1 your dread (ynod, rouiing as ye feem, 
cm holy trance, appears a defperate deed, 
f*n to the wretch who dares it. 

CHORUS. 

Virgin! quickly 
onounce the caufe. 

EVELINA. 

Bear with a fimple maid 
00 prone to feari perchance my fears are vaia. 

CHORUS. 

2t yet declare them. 

. EVELINA. 

I fufped mie much 
lie iaith of thefe Brigaotes. 

CHORUS. 

Safft thou. Virgin ? 
:ecdwhatthoufry'ft; Sufpicionisagueft . 
Trtit in the breaft of Alan, of vi^rathftil manj 

00 oft' his welcome finds } yet fcCdom furc 

1 that fubmiflive cs^lm that fmooths the mind 
f maiden innocence. . 

EVELINA. 

I know it well : 
et muft I ftilidiftruft the elder ftranger : 
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Tot while he talka, (and mudi the flatterer talka) 
His bi/other's fileftt carriage gives difproof 
Of all his boad $ indeed I mark'd it well; 
And, as my father with the elderheld 
Bold fpeech and warlike, as is dill his wont 
. When fir'd with hope of conqueft, oft I faw 
A ligh unbidden heave the younger's breaft. 
Half check'd as'it was rais'd j fometimes, methoughr.^ 
His gentle eye would caft a glance on me, 
As if he pitied me ; and then again 
Would failen on my father, gazing there 
To veneration ; then he'd figh again. 
Look on the ground, and hang his modeft head 
Moft peniively. 

c H o R tr s; 

This may demand, my brethiei^ 
J^ore ferious fearch; Virgin ! proceed. 

EVELINA. 

'Tis true, 
My father, rapt in high heroic zeal. 
His ev*ry thought big with his country's freedo{D» 
Heeds not the different carriage of thefe brethren. 
The eWer takes him wholly ; yet, methinks. 
The younger's manners have I know not what>. 
That fpeaks him far more artlefs. This belides». 
Is it not ftrange, if, as the tale reports. 
My mother fojourns with this diftant Qgeen>, 
She ihould not fend or to my fire, or me, 
Some fond remembrance of her love ? ah I none> ^ 
With tears I fpeak it, none, not her dear blefling 
Has reach'd my longing ears. 
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CHORUS. 

The Gods, my brethren, 
Hare wak'd' thefe doubts ia the untainted brea(b 
Of this mild maiden ; oft to female foftnefs. 
Oft to the purity of virgin fouls 
Poth heav'n its voluntary light difpenfe, 
When vifUms bleed in vain. They muft be fpies. 
Hie thee* good Cantahert and to our prefence 
Summon the young Brigantiah. 

EVELINA. 

Do not that, 
Or, if ye do, yet treat him nothing fternly : 
The fofteft terms from fuch a tender brealt 
Will draw confeilion, and, if ye ihall find 
The trmo,Uf Y%! faipea, tbrbear to curfe him. 
(Not that my weaknefs means to guide your wifdom) 
Yet^ as I think he would not wittingly 
E*er do a deed of bafencfs, were it granted 
That I might quedion him, my heart forebodes 
It more could gain by gentlenefs aud prayers> 
Than will the fierceft threats. 

CHORUS. 

Perchance it may : 
And quickly (halt thou try. But fee the King ! 
And with him both the youths. 

EVELINA. 

Alas! myfcarirf 
Forewent my errand» elfe had I informed thee 
That therefore did I come, and from my father 
To gain admiffion. Mafk the younger, Druid, 

Hov0^ 



How fad he feems ; oft did he in the cave 
So fold his arms— — - 

CHORUS. 
We mark him much» and much 
The lelder's free and dreadlefs confidence. 
Virgin, retire awhile in yonder vale. 
Nor, 'tiW thy royal father quits the grove, 
Refume thy ftation here. - {Exit E*owUntt, 

CARACTACUS, C HO R U S, 
VELLINUS, ELIDURUS. 
CARACTACUS. 
Forgive me, Druid ! 
My eager foul ao longer could fuflain 
The pangs of expectation ; hence XTttt 
The virgin innocence of E^jelinat 
Sated to break upon your privacy : 
,/.*« TfOt rccurn'd, O pardon ! that uncattM 
I follow : the great caufe, I truft, abfolves me : 
'Tis your's, 'tis freedom's, 'tis the caufe of heav'n j 
And fure heav'n owns it fuch. 

CHORUS. 

CaraQacust 
All that by fage and fan£timon!ou8 rites 
Might of the gods be aflc'd, we have effay'd, 
And yet, nor to our wifli, nor to their wont, 
Gave they benign aflent. 

CARACTACUS. 

Death to our hopes! 
CHORUS. 

WhjJe yet we lay in facred dumber uarvc*d> 
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Sallen and fad to fancj's frighted eye 
Did fhapes of dun and murky hue advance. 
In train tumultuous^ all of geflure ftrange. 
And pafTmg horrible } llarting we wak'd. 
Yet felt no waking calm ; Aill all wasdark» 
Still rang our tinkling ears with fcreams of woe. 
Sttipicious tremors ftill— - 

V E L L I N U S. 

Of what fufpicious ? 
Druid, our Queen- ■ 

CHORUS. 
Reftrain thy wayward tongue, 
In(blent youth f in fuch licentious mood 
To interrupt our fpeech ill fuits thy years, 
And worfe our fan^ity. 

C A R A C T A C U S. 

^18 his diftrefs 
Makes tim forget, what elfe his reverent 2£l! 
Would pay ye holily. Think what he feels. 
Poor youth I who fears yon moon, befoic (he wanes* 
May fee his country iconquer*d -, fee his mother 
The vidtor*8 flave, her royal bteoddeb^sM, 
Dragging her chains thio' the tljrong*d fti^ts of 

Rome 
To grace opprcflfen's trimnph. Horrid thbtight ! 
Say, can It be that he, whofe ftrenuous youth 
Adds vigour to his virtue, e'er can bear 
This patiently ? he comes to a(k my aid. 
And, that withheld, (as now he needs muft fear) 
What means, al^s ! are left ? fearch Britain round. 
What chief dares cope with Rome ? what king but 
holds 
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Hts loan of power at a Froconfurs wiir, 
Ac beft a fcepter'd flave ? 

V E L L I N U S. 

Yes, Monarch, ye$r 
If Heav'n reft rains thy formidable fword, 
Or to its ftroke denies that juft fuccefs 
Which Heav'n alone can give, I fear me much 
Our Queen, ourfelves, nay Britam's felf, muft perifli. 

CARACTACUS. 
But is not this a fear makes Virtue vain ? 
Tears from yon miniilring regents of the flcy 
Thefr right ? Plucks from firm-handed Providence^ 
The golden reins of fublunary fway. 
And gives them to blind Chance ? If this be fo. 
If Tyranny muft lord it o'er the earth. 
There's Anarchy in Heav*n. Nay, frown not, Druii> 
I do not think 'tis thus. 

CHORUS. 

We truft thou do'ft not^ 
C A R A C T A C US. 

Mafters of Wifdom ! No : my foul confides 
In that all-healing and alt-forming Power, 
Who, on the radiant day when Time was borhf 
Cafl his broad eye upon the wild of ocean. 
And calm'd it with a glance; then, plunging deep 
His mighty arm, plucVd from its dark domain 
This throne of Freedom, lifted it to light. 
Girt it with filver cliffs, and call'd it Britain : 
He did, and will preferve it. 

CHORUS. 
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CHORUS. 

Pious Prince, 
In that all-healing and all- forming power 
Still let thy foul confide ; but not in men. 
No, not in thefe, ingenuous as they feem, 
'Tin they are tried by that high teft of faith 
Our ancient laws ordain. 

V E L L I N U S. 

Illudrious Seer, 
Methinks our Sovereign's fignet well might plead 
Her envoy's faith. Thy pardon, mighty Druid, 
Not for ourfelves, but for our Queen weplead i 
Miftrufting us, ye wound her honour. 

CHORUS. 

Peace { 
Our will admits no parly. Thither, Youths, 
Turn your aftonifh'd eyes ; behold yon huge 
And unhewn fphere of living adamant. 
Which, pois'd by magic, refts its central weight 
On yonder pointed rock : firm as it ieems. 
Such is its ftrange and virtuous property. 
It moves obfequious to the gentled touch 
Of him, whofe breaft is pure s but to a traitor, 
Tho' ev'n a giant's prowefs nerv'd his arm. 
It ftands as fixt as Snowdon. No reply. 
The Gods command that one of you mud now 
Approach and try it : in your fnowy vefts. 
Ye Priefts, involve the lots, and to the younger. 
As ih our wont, tender the choice of Fate. 

E L ID U R U S. 
Heav'nal is it fairn on me ? 
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CHORUS. 

Young Prince, it is ; 
Prepare thee for thy trial. 

E L I D U R U S. 

Gracious Gods ! 
Who may look up to your tremendous thrones^ 
And fay his bread is pure ? All- fearching PowerSi 
Ye know already how iind what I am ; 
And what ye mean to publi/h me in Mona» 
To that I yield and tremble. 

CARACTACUS. 
Roufe thee, Youth ! 
And, with that courage honeft Truth fuppKc$» 
(For fure ye both are true) hafte to the trial ^ 
Behold I lead thee on. 

CHORUS. 

Prince, we arreft 
Thy hafty ftep ; to witnefs this high teft 
Pertains to us alone. A while retire. 
And in yon cave his brother be thy charge ; 
The trial paft, again we will confer. 
Touching that part which HeavVs deciding choice 
Wills thee to adl. 

[Exeunt CaraSlacus and VettinuS' 

CHORUS, ELIDURUS. 
CHORUS. 
Now be the litesprepar'd : 
And now, ye Bards, chaunt ye that cuftom'd hymOi, 
The prelude of this fam'd folemnity. 

- ODE 
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ODE. 

Thou Spirit pure, that fpread'ft unfeen 
Th J pinions o'er diis ponderous fphere« 

Andy breathing thro' each rigid vein* 
Fiirft with (lupendoas life the marble mafs 
And bid'ft it bow upon its bafe> * 

When fov'reign Truth is near ; 
Spirit inviiible I to thee 
We fwell the folemn hann(H>y ; • 

Hear us, and aid : 

Thot^ that in Virtue's cauft 

O'er-iuleft Nature's laws, 

O hear, and aid with influence high 

The fons of Peace and Piety, 

Firft-born of that ethereal tribe 
Call'd into birth ere time or plaice/ 

Whom wave nor wind can circumfcribe^ 
Heirs of the liquid liberty of Light, 
That float on rainbow pennons bright 

Thro' all the wilds of fpace. 
Yet thou alone of all thy kind 
Canft range the regions of the mind. 

Thou only know'ft 
That dark meandring maze. 
Where wayward FaKhood ftrays. 
And, feizing fwift the lurking fprite, 
Forces her forth to ihame and light. 

Thou canft enter the dark cell 
Where the vulture Confcience flumbert. 
And, unarm'd by charming fpell, 
QrixMiglc numbers^ 



C^s& 
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6ianfl roufe her from her formidable flcep," 
And bid her dart hfer raging talons deep'; 

Yet, ah ! too feldom doth the furious fiend 
Thybidding wait; vindidive, feif prepared, 

She knows her torturing time ; too fure to rend 
The trembling heart, when Virtue quits her guard. 
Paufe then, cdedial gued I 

And, brooding on thine adamantine fphere. 

If fraud approach. Spirit) that fraud declare ; 
To Confcience and to Mona leave the reft. 

CHORUS. 

Heard*ft thou the awful invocation, Youth, 
Wrapt in thofe holy karpings? 

ELIDURUS. 

Sage, I did ; 
And it came o*er my foul as doth the thunder^ 
While diftant yet, with an expected burft^ 
It threats the trembling ear. Now to the trial. 

CHORUS. 

Ere that, bethink thee well what rig'rous doom 

Attends thine a£t, if failing certain death: 

So certain, that in our abfolving tongues 

Refts not that power may fave thee : Thou muft die. 

EVELINA, ELIDURUS, CHORUS.' 

EVELINA. 

Diefay'ft thou? Druid! 

ELIDURUS. 

Evelina here ! 
Lead to the rock. 

CHORUS. 
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• C H O.R U S. ' 

« • No, Youth , awhile we fpar c' thee ; 

And, in our ftead, permit this royal maiden 
To urge thee firft with virgin gentlenefs ; 
^efpeiSt our clemency, and meet our queftions 
kVitfa anfwers promptrand ttue ; fy may'ft thou Tcape 
\ fterper .trial. 

' E L I D. U R U, S, 

. . Rather to the rpck.— -!-> 
EVELINA. 
Doll thou dif<iain me. Prince ? Loft as I am» 
Methinks the daughter ofCaraSacus 
Might merit milder treatment : I was born 
To royal hopes and promiies, nnrs'd i'th'lap 
Of foft profperity s alas the change! 
I meant but to addrefs a few brief Words 
To this young Prince, and he doth turn his eye. 
And fcorn to anfwer me. 

E L I D U R U S. 

. Scorn thee, fweet Maid ? 
No, 'tis the fear- 

EVELINA. 
And can'ft thou fear me, Youth ? 
Ev'n while I led a life of royalty, 
I bore myfelf to all with meek deportment. 
In nothing harfli, or cruel : and, howe'er 
Misfoituie works upon the minds of men, 
(For fome they fay it turns to very ftont) 
Mine I am fure it foftehs. Wer't thou guilty. 
Yet 1 ihould pity thee ; nay, wer't thou leagu'd 
To load this fuffering heart with more misfortunes, 
I ^CvW 
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Et IDitI R tJ g. 

No, gradous Yoytb. I Je[ |>cUe« tjicm wml^^fi 
For on thv browlhtf'li&rkt mA df Hea^'n 
Ha/pSFfi4^ ThiM Ic^i^Sftleaiid bold* 
As were the piiEhiKd'fiiifa duS d^,&ie tbe brows 
Ofour JbrftfjTiMi^drt. Sluf tbcw^ ^yomg 'Pf jtti 
(For therefore \mCii wMfcUt«tqli«flte*tM)ii; 
Bring ye ilDl«|pQa^ofi|IHMlicv'Afb04<<lA(;^ ;i 
to ber ei|ptlttiig>iBhiy t ainMb{Chm%fl|'ft»^ 
And fiire that geBfiaM<fi'«(^uMt'f<»^.AM>f iM 
To vifit, and to fQothiwkbeoarteoiiS'Officet 
Didrei^ like bet's.. A captive and a queea 
Has more than common claim for pity* Princei 
And ev*n rhe Ills of venerable age 
Werecaufe enough to move thy tender nature. 
The tears o'ercharge thine eye. Alas^.. my fears 
Sickncfs or fore infirmity had feiz*d her. 
Before thou left'fl the palace^ elfe her lipjf 
Had to thy care cntruded Tome kind meliage. 
And bled her haplefs daughter by thy tongue. . 
Would flie were here! 

] E L 1 D U R U S. 

Would Heayi (he were ! 

EVELINA. 

Ah why? 

ELI D U R I 
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E L I D U R U S. 

Becaule you wifli it. 

EVELINA:' 

Thanks, ingenuous Youth, 
For this thy courtefy. Yet if the Qreen 
Thy mother Ihihes with fuch rare qualities. 
As late ttiy brother hoafted, fhe will calm ■■ 

Her woes, and I ftall cla(p her aged knees ' 
Again, in peace and liberty.— Alas! 
He fp^s not ; all my fears are juft. 

E L I D U R U S. 

V^h^tfe^rs? 
The Queen ^uuicria isjiot dead. 

. E V EL I N A. 

. Not dead ! 
But is fhe in that happy ftatc of freedom. 
Which we were taught to hope ? Why figh'ft thou. 

Youth? 
Thy years have yet been profp'rous. Did thy father 
E'er iofea kingdom ?' Did captivity 
E'er £ejze thy fhrieking mother ?• thou cah'ft go 
To yonder cave, and find thy brother fafe : 
He is not loft, as piine is. Youth, tnou figh'ft 
Again ; thou haft not fure fuch caufe for forrow ; 
But if thou haft, give me thy griefs, I pray thee ; 
I have a heart can fofily fympathize; 
And. fyuipathy is foothirfg. 

. ■'.... H^L I pjtJ R U S.. ^ 

O Gmis i Gods f 
She tears my foul. What ihal- I fay? 
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E :V .E L I N A. '. 

Perchatoce, ' ' 
For all in this bad^nrorld muft have their woes, 
Thou too haft thine i and may'ft, like me, be 

wretched^ 
Haply amid the ruinous wafte of war« 
'Mid that wild havock, which thofe Tons of blood 
Bring on our groaning country, ibme chafte maid, 
Whofe tender foul was link*4 by love to thine, 
Might fall the trembling prey to Roman rage, 
Ev*n at the goiden. hour, when holy rites 
Had feal'd your virtuous vows. If it were <g, 
Indeed I pity her ! 

E L i p UKUS. 

Not that : not that. 

Never 'till now did beauty's matchlefs beam — 

But I am dumb. 

EVELINA. 

Why that dejefled eye ? 
And why this (llence ? that fome weighty grief 
O'ei hangs thy foul, thy ev'ry look proclaims. 
Why then refufe it words ? The heart that bleeds 
From any (Iroke of fate or human wrongs, 
Loves todifclofe itfelf, that lift'ning pity 
May drop a healing tear upon the wound. 
' Tis only, when with inbred horror fmotc 
At fome bafe ad, or done, or to be done, 
That the recoiling foul, with confcious dread. 
Shrinks back into itfelf But thou, good Youth— 

E L I D U R U S. 
Ceafe, royal maid ! permit me to depart.—- 

^N^\-INA 
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EVELINA. 
?et, hear rae> ftranger ! Truth and Secrcfy, 
Tho' friends, are feldom neceiCiry friends^*-—— 

E L I D U R U S. 

I go to try my truth — 

EVELINA. 

O f go not bence. 
In wrath ; think not» that I fufpett thy virtue : 
Yet ignorance may oft make virtue ilide» 
And if 

E L I D U R U S. 
In pity fpare me. 

EVELINA. 

If thy brother — r— - 
Nay, ftart not, do not turn thine eye from mine i 
Speak, I conjure thee, is his purpofe honeft ? 
I know the guilty price, that barbarous Rome 
Sets on my father*s head ; and gold, vile gold, 
Has now a charm for Britons : Brib'd by this, 
Should he betray him— Yes, I fee thou ihuddct*ft 
At the dire thought i yet not, as if 'twere ftrange |. 
But as our fears were mutual. Ah, young (Iranger ; 
That open face fcarce needs a tongue to utter 
What works within. Come then, ingenuous Prince, 
And inftant make difcovery to the Druid, 
V^hile yet 'tis not too late. 

E L I D U R U S. 

Ah 1 what difcovcr ? 
Say, whom muft I betray ? 

I 3 ^N^V\^K. 
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EVELINA. I 

Thy brother. 
E L I D U R U S. 

Ha! 
EVELINA. 
Who is no brother, if his guilty foul 
Teems ^yi|h f ach perfidy. O all yc liars ! 
Can he be brother to a youth like thee, 
"Who would betray an old and honour^d^ King, 
That King. his xountryman, and one whofe prowcb 
Once guarded Britain 'gainft th' aflailing world ? 
Can he be brother to a youth iike thee, 
Who from a young, defencelefs, innocent maid, 
Would take that King her father ? Make her fufo 
All that an orphan fulFers ? More perchance : 
The ruffian foe. — O tears, ye choak my utterance! 
Can he be brother to a youth like thee, 
Who would defile his foul by luch black deeds? 
It cannot be— —And yety thou ftill art filent. 
Turn, youth, and fee me weep. Ah, fee me kncd* 
I am of royal blood, not wont to kneel. 
Yet will I kneel to thee. O l«ve my father I 
Satre a diftrefsful maiden from the force 
Of barbarous men ! Be ihou a brother to me, 
For mine alas i hah ! 

{Sees Ar<uiragu5 enfering. 
ARVIRAGUS, EVELINA, EL1DURU5J, 
CHORUS. 
ARVIRAGUS. 

Eve/inay rife ! 
Know, maid, I ne'er will tamely fee thee kned, 
Ev'n ar the foot of Cctfar, 

E V E lu 1 ^ ^. 
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he will prdve.'m^ fither'a fcRri were fatfe, 
e^ ti8lu3Lrpft H brave. Thou heft of brocheri. 
le to my arx^s. , Whfr^ b^f^ thou been, thou 

y^ande^ey ? , 
1^ wer't thou favM ? Indfeed; ^r^raguiy 
i^er ihed fuch tears » fince thou wer't \o% 
thefe are tears of rapture. 

A R V ri(^A'G U S. 

' vfSHxid I ^re^t thee, as a brother ought : 
w^weforc 4i4*ii M?ou kneel ? 

EVELINA. 

O ! aJk aoi now. 

A R V 1 R A G U S. 

cav'n I muft,' and he muft anifeefr me, 

»c'et hebe.' What art thou, fuUen ftrangcr ? 

E L I D U R U S. 

iton. 

ARVIRAGUS. 

BilcfandbbfJ. • . 

ey EL|W A. 

' ' Ah, fpare the taunt: 
nerits ^ot thy wr^th. Behold the Druids ; 
they advance : with holy reverence firft 
1 muft addrcfs their fan^ity. 

A 1^ V IR A G y s. ' 

.••.-.■ - i;. . . ; : . I will 

(ee^ pnmd'bo^^i tfaon^do^ft not quit the groire, 

tiineaU6W8iilifpftrl«jr. . 

I 4 l.\.\\^\i^\i^ 
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ELI DV RU S; 

■ ' Piraceylmean not 

A R V f R A G U S. 

Sages, and Tons of heav'n I IlluiiriousiOimds! 
Abruptly I approach your facred prefence : 
Yet fuch dire tidings—— 

C H O K U S^ ; 

On thy peril, peace! 
Thou ftand*ft accus'd, and by a father's voice, 
Of crimes abhorr'd^ of cowardice. and flight; 
And therefore ma/ft not in thefe facred groves 
Utter polluted accents. Quickly fay, 
Whrt-efore thou fledll ? For that bafe'fafl uncles 
We hold no further cpnverfe. 

A R V 1 R A G U S. 

O ye Gods I 
Am I the fon of your CaraSiacui ? 
And could 1 fly ? 

C H, O R U S. 
Waflc not or time or words! 
But tell us why ihou fled'ft ? ' 

A R V I R A fe U S. 

I fled nor, Dmid I 
By the great Gods I fled not ! Save to (lop 
Our dailard troops, that bafely turned their back 
I ftopt, I rallied them, when lo a fhaft 
Of random caft did level me with earth, 
Where pale and fenfelefs, as the flain around me 
I lay 'till midnight : Then as from long tra.iicc 
Awoke, i crawl'd upon my feeble limbs 
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To a lone cottage, where a pitying hind 
Lodg'd me> and nouriih'd me. My ftrength repair*(fy 
It boots not that I ^eli, what hussble arts 
Compeird I us'd to fcreen me ftom the foe. 
• How now a peafant from a beggarly fcrip 
I fold cheap food to daves, that naiii'd the pric^» 
Nor after gave it. Now a minftrel poor 
With ill-tun'd harp, and uncouth defcant (hrill 
I ply*d a thriftleft trade, and by fuch (Lifts 
Did win bbfcurity to Ihroud my name. 
At length to other conquefts in the north 
Ofiorius led his legfons : Safer now. 
Yet not fecure, I to fome valiant chiefs. 
Whom war had fpar*d, difcover'd what I was j 
And with them plann'd, how fureft we might draw* 
Our fcatter'd forces to fome rocky ^ftnefs 
In rough Caernarvon, there to breathe in freedom^ 
If not with brave incurfion to oppreA 
The thinly-ftation'd foe. And foon our art ' 

So well avail'd, that now at Snowdoa's foot 
Full twenty troops of hardy veterans wait 
To call my fire their leader; 

CHORUS. 

. Valiant youth— —-: < 
EVELINA. 
He is— ^ — I faid he was a valiant youth, 
Nor has he iham'd his race. 

CHORUS. 

Wedabdieve • : 
Thy modeft tale : And may the righteous Goda 
Thu& ever Ihed upon thy noble breaft 

1 5 B\^ci^\VM5tv 
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Difcretion's cooling dew. When nurtorM fe> 
Thenj onlj then, doth valour bloom mature. 

A R V 1 R A G U S. 

Yet vain is valour, howfoe'er it bloom ; 
Druid, the Gods frown on us. All my hopes 
Are blafted ; I (hall Jie*er rejoin my friends, 
Ne'er blefs them with my father. Holy men, 
I have a tale to. tell, will fhake jour (buls. 
Your Mona is invaded ; Rome approaches, 
Ev n to thefc groves approaches. 

S E,M rC H O R U5. 

Horror I hoxrof! 
ARVIRAGUS. 
Late as I landed on y^n higheft beach, 
Where nodding from the rocks the poplars fling 
Their feat ter'd arms, and daih them in the wave. 
There were their vefTek moor'd, as if they fought 
Concealment in the ihade, and as I paft 
Up yon thick-planted ridge, I Tpy'd their helms 
Mid breaks and boughs trenched in the heath below, 
Where like a neft of night-worms did they glitter, 
Sprinkling the plain with hrightnefs. On I fped 
With filent ftep, yet oft did pafs fo near, 
'Twas next to prodigy, I 'fcapM unfe^ 
CHORUS. ^ 
Their number, Prince? 

ARVIRAGUS. 

Few, if mine hafly eye 
Did iind, and count them all. 

CHORUS. 

O brethren, brethren, 
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Treafon and facrilegey worfe foes tban Rome, 
that led Rome hkher. laftant feize that wretcb» 
And bring him cp our prftTence. ' 

CHOIIUS, ELIDURUS, ARVIRAOUS. 
9 H O R U 5. 

Say, thou falfe one I 
What doom be6tsthe flave> who fdU bis country? 

E L I p y R U S. 

Death, fudden (Jeatji ! 

CHORUS. 

N09 h*i>g'ring pme-iaeal deatb ; 
And to fuch death thy brother and thyfelf 
We now devote. Villain, thy deeds $»^ Icqown ; 
'Tis known, ye led the impious Romans hither 
To flaughter us ev*n on our holy altars. 

El/ipURUS, 

Tha^ofi ,my foul doth He' (bme fecre t gvkf, 
Thefe looks perforce will tell : It is not fear, 
Druids, it is, not fear that (hakes me tl^us ; 
The great Gods know, it is not : Ye c?in never : 
For, what tho' wifdoto Ms ye n«t thofe godis^ 
Ye cannot, like to ihem» unlock men's breads. 
And read.tWr1w«>pft'rt9»g'^"- Ah ! that ye could. 

Aft V I R A G U S. 
What haft thoy done ? 

E L IPTJIJI 17 §. 

Wrjiat, Princip^;I.]j[iJU.ftoi tell. 

C H O R V^! 
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.. :.,:!: j;>:,'ri:I kn*w»rui4lerabU swan I 
And'tiilwthfit, tI»t.7an;ft(i^-ti7!dHifi§in«tab» 

w 111 for nnde vgKt Dtnur joor Torniriug niry. 

Be tbtt beft knowot wlieq,.oiir inflj^ed gp^f : 
Harrow thy fleflif . 

Strt9car«^«NtUMtittr]rd . 
Confcfi tlie wbole of tbjr bkck p^6d/ % 
So bhdc, iUrt #kA I took iipoa'thj yovtb. 
Read thj mU eje, end mark tlqr mddiA- b4iir» •. :: 
I think indeed; tIiota'dQrft«6t. « 

''.;-% Li:b 'D;r:u s,; ; 

, . Sucha crime 

Indeed I dnrft A6t \ ahd would rather be 
The rery wittch thou feefli; 111 fpeak no riiore. 

CHORUS. 
Brethren, 'tis fo. The virgin's thoughts were joi 
Thisyou.th has b«p <it)ecei^'^. : , .. , 

-^ ' E L I'.DrUrR'b.fi.-...' J. ,'; ., ../ 
"^^esy one word filtfre. '• : 
Tou fiiy, the Romans Kav«( inradcd Mona. 
Give me a fword and twenty hpneft Britons, 
And I will quell thofe Romans. Vain demand I 
Alas ! you cannot : Ye are men of peace : 
Religion'i-felf ftrbids; Lead then to torture. 

AR VI R A GU S. 
Kow on my foul this youth dott tnove me much. 

CH< 
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CHORUS. 

Think not Religion and our holy ofHce 
Doth teach us tamely Kke the bleating lamb, 
To crouch before oppreifion, and with neck 
Outftretch'd await the ftroke. Miftaken boy ! 
Did not ftrl6t judice claim thee for her victim. 
We might full fafely fend thee to thefe Romans, 
Invking their hot charge. Know, when I blow 
That facred trumpet bound with fable fillets 
To yonder brahchiog oak, the awful found 
Calls forth a thoufand Britons train'd alike 
In holy and in martial ^xercife. 
Not by fuch mode and rule, as Romans ufe. 
But of that fierce portentous horrible fort. 
As (hall appall ev'n Romans. 

ELIDURU& 

Gracious gods f , 

Then there are hopes indeed. O call them inftant. 
This Prince will lead thetu on*: Til follow him, 
Tho' in my chains,^ and fome way dafh them round 
To harm the haughty foe. ' ' ^ . 

A R VI R A G U S. 

^A tliouVan^ B^itpnS| 
And arm'd ! O initant blowlifie ^cred'trump. 
And let me heaitheni ^^nictBinks this youth — 

e'H^O R U S. 
I know what fhott ^ot/ldft fay^ i6ight join thee. 

Prince. ; . . 

True, dk\»h^'kt^homt!tithe,'6thAdcmM. ' 

EL ID'ti-RJ'tJ'S.'^ '■"''' ' 
Cgifsfi. Ah, think not, I will c'c f 



. . t tSe ] 

A R/V I R A G U S. 

Either thyfelfor brother muft have wrong'd ii«t- 
Then why conceal—— 



E L I D U R U S. 

Haft thou a brother ? no 1 
Elfe hadft thou fpar'd the word $ and yet a filler 
Lovely as thine might more than teach thee. Prince. 
What 'tis to have a brother. Het(r me, Drujdsx 
Tho' I would prize an hour of frced^con ^ow 
Before an age of any after date': 
Tho* I would feize it as the gift of hef^v.'a* 
And ufe it as heav'n's gift : yet do not think, 
1 fo will purchafe it. Give it riiefceely, 
I yet will fpurn the boon» and hug my chains* 
*Till you ^0 fwear by your own hoary heads. 
My brother ihall be fafe. 

CHORUS. 

Excellent youth ! 
Thy words do fpeak thy foul, and fuch afoul, 
As wakes our wonder. Thou art free ; thy brothex 
Shall be thine honpur*3 pledge ! fo will we ufe him, 
As thou art falfe or true. 

E L J D U R U:S. 

I fi^ no other. 
A R V I R A G US. 

Thus then, my fellow-foldier, to thy cla(p 
I give th^ l^pd of f^i^ndftip. Nobl« j<wtb^ 
We'll fpeed or d^c ^o^^tl^er. 

CH0- 
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CHORUS. 

Hear us, Prince f 
Mona permits not, that he fight her battles, 
*Till duly purified : For tho' his foul 
Took up unwittingly this deed of bafenefs, 
Yet is luftration meet. Learn, that in vice 
There is a noifome ranknefs unperceivM 
By grofs corporeal fenfe, which fo offends 
Heaven's pure divinities, as us the ftench 
Of vapour wafted from fulphurcous pool, 
Or pois'nous weed obfoenc. Hence doth the mas, 
Who ev'n converfes with a villain, need 
As much purgation, as the. pallid wretch 
'Scap'd from the walls, where frowning peftilence 
Spreads wide her livid banners. For this caufe, 
Ye Priefts, condu^ the youth to yonder grove> 
And do the needful rites. Mean while ourfelf 
Will lead thee, Prince, unto thy father's prefenqe.f^ 
But hold, the King comes forth. 

[Exeunt Priefls nvUb EliduriH. 

CARACTACUa, ARVIRAGUS, CHORUS, 
EVELINA. 
CARACTACUS. 

My fon, n\y Ton ! 
What joy, what tranfport, doth tliinc aged fire 
Feel in thefe filial foldings ! Speak not, boy. 
Nor interrupt that heart-felt ecftacy 
Should (Irike us mute. 1 know wbat thou wotildft 

fay,. ; . . . 

Yet prithee, peace. Thy fift^ir's voice hath clear'd 

thee, . ^ 

A0^<opld excufe find words at this bleft momentt 
Tiijft TAc, Pd give it veat. But *i\a tuoMAi^ 
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Thy father welcomes thee to him and honour : 
Honour, that now with rapt'rous certainty 
Calls thee bis own trae ofFspriag. Doft thou weep? 
Ah, if thy tearsfwelinotfrooi joy's free fpring, 
I beg thee, fpare them : I have done thee wrong, 
Can make thee no atonement : None, alas ! 
Thy father fcarce can bkfs thee, as be ought; 
Unbleft himfelf, befet with foes around» 
Bereft of queen, of kingdom, and of foldiers. 
He can but give thee portion of his dangers, 
Perchance and of bis chains : Tet droop not, boy, 
Virtue is ftill thine own. 

ARVIRAGUS. 

It is, my father ; 
Pure as firom thine illuilrious fount it came ; 
And that unfullied, let the world opprefs us; 
Let fraud and falfliood rivet fetters on us ; 
Still fhall our fouls be free : Yet hope is ours. 
As well as virtue. 

CARACTACUS. 

Spoken like a Briton. 
True, hope is ours, and therefore let's prepare : 
The moments now are precious. Tell us, Druid,. 
Is it not meet, we fee the bands drawn out. 
And mark their due array ? 

CHORUS. 

Monarch, ey'n now 
They ikirt the grove. 

CARACTACUS. 

Then let U9 to their front— 

CHa- 
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C M O R US. 

But is the traitor-youth in.iafety lodg'd ? . 

CARACTACUS. 

Druid 9 he fled 

CHORUS. 

O fatal flight to Mona ! 

C A .R A C T A C U S. 
But what of that f Jrviragus is here, 
My fon is here, let then the traitor go, 
By this he has join'd the Romans : Let him join them, 
A (ingle arm, and that a villain's arm. 
Can lend but little aid to any powers 
Oppos'd to truth and virtue. Come, my fon, 
Let's to the troops, and marflial them with fpeed. 
That done, we from thefe venerable men 
Will claim their ready blefling : Then to battle i 
And the fwift fun ev'n at his purple dawn 
Shall fpy us crown'd with conqueft, or with death. 
[Exiunt CaraQacuSf and Arviragus. 

CHORUS, EVELINA. ' '] 
\ . C H' p,R U S. . , ■'.. 
WJuit may his flight, portend j Say, Eveiina, 
How came this youth to 'feape ? 

EVELINA. 

And that to tell 
Will fix mu.yh blame on my impatient folly •« 
For, ere your hallo w'd lips had. given permiflion, 
I flew wi^h ea^er hafte to bear my father • 
News of liis fon's return. Inflam'd with that, 
Think, how a fifter's zealous breaft muft glow ! 
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Your looks give npild ailcnt. I glow'd indeed 
With the dear tale^ and iped.me in his ear 
To pour the precious tidings : Bat in'y tbngiie 
Scarce nam'd Ar^ir^gtrsy cre-the falfe flranger 
(As I bethink me (ince) with ftealthy pace 
Fled to the cavern's mo«th. 

CHORUS. 

Th^ Iringip^rf^f d ? 

E ViE L I N A. 
Alas ! he m^rk'd h^m not, for 'itwas the momeaty 
"When be had all to aft and all to fear. 
Touching my.btather's valour. Hitherto 
His fafcty only^ which but little mov'd him. 
Had reached his ear^ : Buc when mj tongue iXafolfied 
The ftory pf hia bravery and his peril, 
O how the tears c^urs'd plenteous down his cheeks! 
How did he lift unto the heav'ns his hand« 
In fpeechlefs tranfport I Yet he foon bethought him 
Of Rome's invadon, and with fiery glance 
Survey'd the cavern round ; then fnatch'd his fpear* 
And menaced to purfue the flyifig ttnitar;^ 
But I with prayers (O pardon, if they err'd) 
Withheld his ftep, for to the left the youth 
Had wing'd his wav, where the thick underwood 
Afforded fure retreat. Befides, if found. 
Was age a match for youth ? 

CHORUS. 

Maiden, enough > 
Better perchance for us, if he was captive : 
But in thejuftice of their caufe, and heav'n, 
Do Monads fons confide. 

BAKDy CHORUS, ELlDUe^US, EVELINA. 



Arc finifli'd, all fave tbat which crowns the r<il» • • 
And which pert&ios to tbj bled ha&daloac : 
For that he kneels before thee . 

CHORUS. 

Take him hence, 
We may not truft him forth to fight our caufe. 

E L I D U R U S. 
Now by Andrajle\ throne^ — r— ♦ 
C H O R U S. 

Nay, fwear not, youth, 
The tie is broke, that held thy fealty i 
Thy brother's fled. 

E L I D U R U S. 

Fled! 
CHORUS. 

To the Romans fled, 
Yes, thou haft caufe to tremble. 

E L I D U R U fi. 

Ah, Vellinus! 
Does thus our love, does thus otr friendship -end ! 
Was I thy brothers j^outh, and haft thou left me! 
Yes i and how left mo> cruel, as thou art. 
The viAiai of thy crimes I 

CHORUS. 

True, thou muft die. 
E L I D U R U S. 
I pray ye then on your beft mercy, fathers, 
It may be fpeedy. I w^ld fain be dead. 
If this be life. Yet I muft^ doubt cv'n that, 
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Forfalfhood of this ftrange flupendous fort 
Sets firm«^d renfon on a gaze, miftriifting» 
That what ihe fees in palpable plain form,. 
Theflars in jon blue arch, thefe. woods, thefe ca- 
verns, 
Are all mere tricks of cozenage, nothing real, 
The viiion of a vifion. If he's fled, 
I ought to hate this brother. 

CHORUS. 

Yet thou doft not. 
E *L I D U R U S. 
But when aftoniihment will give me leave, 

Perchance 1 (hall. And yet he is my brother. 

And he was virtuous once. Yes, yt vile Romans, 
Yes, I muft die, before my thirfty fword 
Drinks one rich drop of vengeance. Yet, ye rob- 
bers. 
Yet will I curfe you with my dying lips : 
*Twasyou that ftole away my brother's virtue. 

CHORUS. 

Now then prepare to die. 

E L I D U R U S. 

' I am prepar'd. 
Yet, fince I cannot now (what mod I wilh'd) 
By manly prowefs guard this lovely maid : 
Permit, that on your holieft earth I kneel, 
And pour one fervent prayer for her protedtion. 
Allow me this, for though you think me falfe. 
The Gods wiir hear me. 

EVIvLtNA. 

1 can hold no longer I 
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O Dnild» Druid; at thy feet I fall : 
Yes, I iDuft plead (awaj with virgin bluihes) 
For (uch a youth muft plead. Yh die to fave him, 

take my life, and let him fight for Mona. 

CHORUS. 

Virgin, arife. His virtue hath redeem'd him. 
And he (hall fight for thee and for his country. 
Youth, thank us with thy deeds. The time is (hort^ 
And now with reverence take our high luftratibn : 
Thrice do we fprinkle thee with day-break dew 
Shook from the May- thorn bloflbm ; twice and 

thrice 
Touch we thy forehead with our holy wand : 
Now thou art fully purg'd. Now rife rei|or'd 
To virtue and to us. Hence then, my fon. 
Hie thee to yonder ajtar, where our Bards 
Shall arm thee duly both with helm and fword 
For warlike enterprize. [Exit Elidurus, 

CARACTAClJS, CHORUS, ARVIRAGUS, 
EVELINA. 
C A R A C T A C U S. 
*Tjs true, my fon, 
Bold are their bearings, and 1 fear me not 
But they have hearts will hot belie their looks. 

1 like them well. Yet would to righteous heav a 
Thofe valiant veterans, that on Snowdon guard 
Their fcanty pittance of bleak liberty. 

Were- here; to join them ; we would teach thefe 

wolves," \ 
ThV we permit their rage to prowl our coafts, 
That vengeance waits them ere they rob our altars. 
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Hail, Druid, hilll we find thy val&nt guards 
Accoutred fo, as welj befpeaks the wifdom 
That frarn'd their phalanx. We but wait thy Ueffing 
To lead theiu 'gaind the ibe. 

C H O R u a 

Cara^acus ! 
Behold this fword : The (Vrord of old Baliims^ 
StainM wtth the blood of giants, and its name 
Trifingus, Many sn age its charined bl&de 
Had flept within yon confecrated trunk. 
Lo, I unfljeath it, King; I wave it o'er thee; 
Mark, what portentous ftreams of fcailet light 
Flow from the brandffli'd falchion. On thy kn«e 
Receive the facrcd pledge. — And mark our «fprd». 
By the bright circle of the golden fun. 
By the brief courfes of theerrj^nt mooni^ 
By the dread potency of every liar 
That fluds the niylHc zodiac's burning girth, 
By each, and allof thefe fupernal figns, 
We do adjure thee with this trufty blade. 
To guard yon central oak, whofe holieft ftem 
Involves the fpirlt of high Taranis : 
This be thy charge ; to which in aid we join 
Ourfelves, and our fage brethren. With our vafiais 
Thy fon and the Brigantian prince (liall make 
Incurfion on the foe. 

CARACTACUS. 

In this, and all, 
Be ours obfervance meet. Yet furely, Druid, 
The frefli and adive vigour of thefe youths 
Might better fuit with this important charge. 

Not 
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Not that my heart (Krinks at the gloripos ta€;» 
But^ Vril^:\^ith ready zeal pour fourth its blood 
Upon the facred roots, raj finncft coara^e 
Might fail to.fa.ve. Yet, Father^^ I am old ; 
And if I fell the foremoft in the onfet, 
Should leave a fon behind, might dill defend you. 

: ' C H O R U S. 

The ftfcrcd ^djufktion we have utterM 
May never be recalled . 

CAR AC T A C U S. 

Then be it fo. 
But do not think, I counfel this thro' fear : 
Old as I am; 1 trud With hatf our powers 
I could drive back thefe Romans to their ,fiiips ; 
Daftards, that come as doth the cow'ring fowler 
To' tangle me with fnaresf and take me timely ; 
Slaves, they fhall find, that ere they gain their prey, 
They have to hunt it boldly with barb'd fpears, 
And meetfuch conflifl, as the chafed boar 
Gives to his ftout ailailants. O ye Gods ! 
That I might inftant face them. 

CHORUS. 

Be thy fon's 

The onfet; 

ARVIRAGUS. 

From hifi foul that fon doth thank ye, 
Blelfing the wifdom, that preferves his father 
Thus to the laft. O if the favVing Gods 
Diredt this arm, if their high will permit; 
I pour a profperons vengeance on the foe, 

laflc 



Iftikfbrfife'ifttioBg^; ttaa to cffoiir^ ' v'^ • i * ^^'* 
The TaiiitfcitAft.' Steel t]ieti«7<ipM|e^fotf^lM 
Steel mj fite firal with jrout owji fbriititde, • ' ' ' '". ; 
Free fr^iillofcif paffion.^ Give me'tioiirmge,^ 
That knows not rage I teren^> that knows not 
•'• . ' ■ Bialice)- - •- :■-* ■ '^- " ■ ■ •' -^ 
Let me not thtrft fpr jqarnagoi, faat/or conqneft : 
And wnqncft ;BMnV|,^fl^^ «^iTO^ 

Ere in its Aeatn my iwbrd. !; j«\,. .>;j r.i/ 

C A R A,C T A CUS. 

I Ohear htsfiuherl 

If ever ra.(bn^(8 Q>ur*d me 9111 ,^^t jGrpds, 
To aOs otai^g^ij^i^iivi^^ * - V . l^) 

If er? mj eager foul pur^'^ !P»,99«i^fe • . /iif) V;.- I 

My feuks on him. I aio.tlbe thing jou mad^s^, - 
Vindidivc, bold, precipitate* and fierce : ^ 
But ks you gave to him a milder miad, 
O blefs him, blefs him with a milder fate f. 

EVELINA. 

Nor yet unheard let Evelina pour 
Her pray'rs and teirs. O bear a haplefs maid. 
That ev'n thro' half the years her life has numbePd^ 
Ev'n nine long years has drag'd a trembling being, 
Befet with pains and perils. Give her peace ; 
And, to endear it more, be that bleft peace 
Won by her brother^s fword O blefs bis arm. 
And blefs his valiant followers. One, and all. 

E L I D U R U S entering armed. 
Hear, heaven! and let this pure and virgin prayer 
Plead e^'n for EiUurus, whofe fad foul 

Cannot 
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Cannot look up to yourimmortfll thrones. 
And 4irge his own rcqued : Elfe would he aflc, 
,71iat all £h6 dangers of th'approaching fight 
Might fall on liiin titont : That every fpear 
The Romans wield might at his breafl be aini*d ; 
Each arrow darted on hfs ratling helm ; 
That fo the brother of this beauteous maid* 
Returning fafe with victory and peace » 
Might bear them to her bofom. 

CHORUS. 

Now rife all. 
And heav'n, that knows, what mod ye ought to afk^ 
Grant all ye ought to have. Behold, the liars 
Are faded ; unlverfal darknefs reigns. 
Now is the dreadful hour, now will our torches 
Glare with more livid horror, now our (hrieks 
And clanking arms will more appall the foe. 
But heed, ye Bards, that for the (ign of onfet 
-^ Ye found the antlenteft of all your rhymes^ 
Whofe birth tradition notes not, nor who fram'd 
Its lofty ftrains : The force-ofthat high air 
Did Julius feel, when, fir'd by it, our fathers 
Firft drove him recreant to his (hips ; and ill 
Had far'd his fecond landing, but that fate 
Silenc'd the matter Bard, who led the fong. 
Now forth, brave Pair I Go, with our blelfing go ; 
Mute be the march, as ye afceud the hill : 
Then, when ye hear the found of our fli rill trumpet, 
Fall on the foe. 

CARACTACUS. 

Now glory be thy guide ; 
Fridcof my foul, go forth and conquer. 




^ 



EVELINA. 

Brother* 

Yet one embrace. O thou much honoured Stran|Er» 
I cliarge thee fight by my dear brother's fide» 
And fhield him from the foe ; for he is bra^vc* 
And will with bold and well-dire^ed arm 
Recutn thj fuccour, 

[Exeuni Ar^uiragui and Elidurui^ 
CHORUS, 

Now, ye Priefls, with fpeed 
Strew on the attar's height your facrcd leaves. 
And light the morning flame. But why is thii ? 
Why doth our brother Mad^r fiiatch his harp 
From yonder bough ? Why this way bend hU ftep 

CARACTACU& 
Me 13 cntranc'd. The fillet burfts, that bound 
ilis liberal locks ; his fnowy veftitients fall 
In ampler folds ; and all his floating form 
Doth feein to gliftcn with divinity f 
Yet is he fpeechlcfs. Say, thou Chief of Barifip 
What is there in this airy vacancy, 
That thou with fiery and irregular glance- 
Sfaouldfl: (can thus wildly? wherefore hekV^s th)r 

bread? 
Why darts 

C H p RU S, 
O D E. 
HatH heard ye not yon footdep dread. 
That flioot the earth with thund'ring tread ? 
•Twas Be^th.— In haflc 
The Warrior*pftft i ^ , 
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High tower'd his helmed head : 
I mark'd his mail, I mark*d his (hieldy 

I Tpy'd the fparkling of his fpear, 

I faw his giant arm the ftiYchion wield ; 

Wide wavM the bick'riog blade> and fir*d the aogrjr 
air. 

On me (he cr/d) my Britons wait. 
To lead you to the fieki of fate 

I come : Yon car, 

That cleaves the air, 
Defcends to throne my (late : 

I mount your Champion and your Ood. 
My proud 'fteeds neigh beneath the thong: 

Hark ! to my wheels Of brafs, that rattle loud I 
Hark! to my * clarion fbrill> that brays the woods 

^ among! • /* - 

Fear not now the fever's fire, 

Fear not now the death-bed groatf. 
Pangs that torture, pains that tire. 

Bed-rid age with feeble mt>an : 
Thefe donieftic terrors wait 
Hourly at my palace gate j 

And when o'er dothful realms toy rod T wave, 

Thefe on the tyrant king and coward (lave 
Ru(h with vindictive rage, and drag them to their 
grav«. 

But, ye ray Sons, at this high hour 
Shall (hare the fulnefs of my power : ... 

; K 2^ , 'From 

♦ Here oae of the Droids blows the fictcd ViutR^X- 



E »96 3 

Firom all yonr bow*,- 

Iit leTel*d ro«rat 
Mj owr drcftd fiiafts Jbfttt flioii^ 

Go tben tooonqpti^fjiHiif.t^f *■■.'..' 
Deal forih mydole of deftfnjr. 

With all my fiiry dafli the trembirag fbe 
Down to thofe darkfome deos, where Rodle*s pall 
fpeAretlie, v ^^ . 

Where creeps the ninefbid ftream profiraad ' ' ^ 

Her black ineKormble round, , j - ' 

Anfi on the bank. 

To willows dank,' . . 
The (hivVing ^ofts are bound. 

Twelre thoufand crcrceneiallfimltfwelt: '^r- . 
To full-orb'd pride» «nd ftdiogdxe# . : .' :\' 

Ere they again in lifie'9 gay manfions dwell r 
Not fuch the meed that crowns the fons of Liberty: 

No, my Britons I battle-flainy 

Rapture gilds your parting hour : 
I, that all defpotic reign » 

Claim but there a moment*s power. 
Swiftly the foul of Britifh flame 
Animates fome kindred frame. 

Swiftly to life and light triumphant flies. 

Exults again in martial ecfl:acies» 
Again for freedom fights, again for freedom die«i 

C A R A C T A C U S. 
It does, it does ! uncooquer'd, undifmay^d. 
The Britifli foul revives — Champion lead on, 
I follow — give me way. Some bleifed (haft 
Will rid me of this clo^ of cumb'rous age ; 



And I again (hall in fome happier nioiiM 
Rife to redeem my country. 

CHORUS. 

Stay thee, Vtisccy , 
And fnark what clear and amber-fkh'ted clouds 
Rife from the altar's verge» and cleav« the ikies : 

^tisa pro(perous omen I Soon ezpeA 
Tor hear glad tidings; 

CARACTACDS. 

I will fend them to thee. . 
CHORUS. 
Bnt (etf ft Bard approaches, and he bears them : 
Elfe 19 hit eye no herald to his heart. 

tfARD, CHORUS, CARACTACUS. 
CARACTACUS. 

Speedily tell thy tale. 

BARD. 

A tale like jbine, 

1 truft yonr cfirs will willingly purfue 

Thro* each glad circumilance. Firft, Monarch, learn, 
The Roman troop is fled. 

CHORUS. 

Great Gods^ we thank ye I 
CARACTACUS. 
Fought they not ere they fled ? O tell me all. 

B A R D. 
Silent, as night, that wrapt us in her veil. 
We pac'd up yonder hill, whofe woody ridge 
Overhung the ambufli'd foe. No found was heard. 
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Step felt, or figbt defcry'd : for fafely hM, 
Beneath the purple pall of facfifice 
Did fleep our holy fire, nor faw the air, 
'Till to that pafs we came, where whijoni SrMt€ 
Pkixted hU five hoaraltara. To our ritea. 
Then fwjft we httllcd, and in one fliort moment 
The rocky piles were clothed with livid flame- 
Near each a white-rob'd Druid, whofe ftern voice 
Thunder'd deep execrations on the foe. 
Now wak'd our horrid fymphony, now all 
Our harpa terrific hang^; Mean while the grove 
Trembled, the altars (hook, and thro* our rania 
Our facred fillers tjjfli'd in fable robet, 
With air diiheverd, and funeireal brandy 
Hurl'd round with menating fury. Oo they tuDii 
In fierce and frantic mood, as h their wont 
Amid the magic ritei, they do to Night 
Jo their deep dens below. Motions Ukt chefc 
Were never dar'd before jn open air I 

CHORUS, 
Did I not fay, we liad * pow*r wfthffl tiii^ \^' '[ ^, 
That niight appall ef^ft Romans? ^'^^"^'^-^}, 

BAR D, ^ ' 
^' And it did. 

They flood agfcaft, and to otir vollied darts. 
That thick as hail fell on their helms and eorflett. 
Scarce raised a warding fhieldi TliiB iacr^d tcfunpet 
Then rent the air, and inftant at the fignal 
Rufli'd down i^rwtf^wj with all our vaflals; 
A hot, but fhort-liv'd, >conflia then enfu*d : 
For fobn they fled, I (aw the Romans fly. 
Before I left the fietA \, 
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CARACTACUS- 

My fon purftt'd ! 
BARD. 
The Prmce'and EliJurus, like twin lions. 
Did iide bj fide engage. Death feem'd ta guide 
Their fwords, no ftroke feU fmitlefsy every wound 
Gave him a viAink 

CARACTACUS. 

Thus my friend Ehrantu$ i 
Ilt-iated prtoce ! didft thou and I in youth 
Unite our valours. In his prime he fell> 
On Conway's banks I faw hisn^Ily and flew 
His murderer*— -But how far did they purfue I 

BARD. 
Ev*n to the (hips : For I defciy'd the rout. 
Far as the twilight gleam would aid my fight. 

CARACTACUS. 
Now thanks to the bright ftar that rul'd his birth ; 
Yes, he will foon return to claim my bleffing, 
And he (hall have it pour'd in tears of joy 
On his bold bread: I methought I heard a ftep : 
Is it not his ? 

BARD. 

'Tis fome of our own train^ 
And as I think, they lead fix Romans captive. 

. CHORUS, CARACTACUS, CAPTIVES. 

CHORUS. 
My brethren, bear the prifoncrs to the caverni • 
JTUl we demand them. 

K 4 C ^¥. ^C- 
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Vmufe je 7^ a wbile. 
They reem of bold derocanor* ffld bare helms. 
That fpeak them leader*. Hea^ me, Romaiit> bei^.. . 
That 70Q are capti vet it the chance of war r 
Tetcaptifet Mye are^ in Brttam*^ eye 
Te are aot fliftt; ' Barhariaiu-tho* ye call ns; 
We know the natt? e righti, aian daims ifbm oMb^ 
Aad theiefimiievef ikaU;we;gidl your ii?cka 
With chafoa* or^ragyoii at our fey thed cars 
la arrbgtap of triumph. Npr 'till taught 
By Rome (wlut Brjtaio Aire ihoold.icoin to kan) : 
Her afarice* Vpl wt .barter you for gold. • 
True, ye are' captives, an^ our connti/k ^f^ 
Forbids, we '|^ve you badk tt> IQier ty : 
We give yon thcrefoi^to th* iimnortal Gods» 
To them we Kft you in the radiant cloud 
Offacrifice. They may in limbs of freedom 
Replace your free-born fouls, and their high mercy 
Haply (hall to fome better world advance you $ 
Or eife id this reflore that golden gift. 
Which \ofiy leaves life a burden. Does there brettbe 
A wretch fo 'pall'd with the vain fear of death ' 
Can call this cruelty? His love, 'tis mercy. 
And grant, ye Gods, if ere Vm made a captive, 
I meet the like fair treatment from the foe, 
Whoie (Ironger ftar quells mine. Now lead them on. 
And, while they live, treat them, as men (hould men. 
And not as R6aie treats Britain. [Exeunt Capites. 

Druid, thefe, 
Ev'n (houd their chief efcape, may to the Gods 
In iaCrifice—— Whence was that ihriek? 

E V E L I N Aj 
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EVELINA, GARACTACUS, CHORUS. 

E V E L IN A. 

Mj father^ 
Support me, take me trembling to jour arms $ 
All Is not wdL Ah me, my fears o'ercome mel 

CARACTACUS. 
Wbat means my child I 

EVELINA. 

Alas we are Iietray'di 
Ev*n now as wandring in yon eaftern grove 
I call'd the Gods to aid us, the dread (oHikd 
Of many hafty fteps did meet mine ear : 
This way they prcft. 

C A R AC T A C US. 

' Daughter, thy fears are vain. 

E V E L i N A. 
Metfaought I law the flame of lighted brands, 
And what did glitter to my daizz)ed £ght, 
Like fwords and helms. , 

"q A,RA C,T A e US: 

AU^ alltheiecbiec^intige < 
©f maiden fear^ .-' 

EVELINA. 
Nay, if mine ear miftook nor, 
1 Heard thertiaitor'dvoice> wl» tharwaf Yttip'd, 
Csdliiig to arm^. 

*-C AR ACTA CMDiS; 
AWay with idle terrors i 



A R V I R A G U S. . 

. Talk not tbuf wildly^ fifter> 

E V ELIN A. 

Alatf my brother I 
We bave no ftther now i or if we have» 
He 18 ft captive, . 

AR V I R A GU S. 
' Captive 1 O my wound! 

It ftinpine ne#--Biit itit fo?- [Turning /« th Chrni, 

CHORUS. 

Alas ! 
We know no more, iavc.fliat he (allied fingle 
To meet tlie ibie, whofe unexpeded hoft 
Round by the eaft bfd wound their fraudfiil march. 
And fir'd onr groves. 

E L I D U R U S. 

O fatal, fatal valour f 
Then is be feiz'd, er llatn. 

ARVIRAGUS. 

Too fure he fs f 
Drutdt not half.the Roinans met our fwords ; 
We found the fraud top late : the reft are y(mder. 

CHORUS. 

How could<chey gain the pafs ? 

ARVIRAGUS. 

, The wretch, that fled 

That way, returned, conducing half their powers ; 
And— But thy pardon, youth, I will not wound thee, 
He is thy brother. 
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E L I D U R U S. 

Thus my honeft fword 
Shall force the blood from the detefted hearty 
That holds alliance with him. 

A R V I R A G U 8. 

EiiduruSf 
Hold, on our friendfliip, hold. Thou'nobte youth, 
Look on this innocent mafd. She mu(^ to Rome, 
Captive to Rome. Thou fee ft warm life flow from 

me, 
Ere long flie'll have no brother. Heav'n's my witnefi, 
I do not wiih, that thou fhouldft live the flave 
Of Rome : But yet fhe is my lifter. 

E L I D U R US. 

- Prince, 
Thou nrgeft that, might make me drag an age 
In fetters worfe than Roman. I will live,. 
And while I live 

Enter BARD. 

Fly to your caverns, Druids, 
The grove's befet around. The chief approaches. 

C H O R U S. • 

Let him approach, we will confront his pride. 
The Seer that rules amid the graves of Mona 
Has not to fear his fury^ What tho' age 
Slackens our finews ; ^what tho* ihield and (word 
Give not their iron aid to guard our body ^ ■ . 
Yet virtue arms our (ouU . and 'gainft that panoply • 
What 'vails the rage of rpbbeir^ } Let him cofjoe. 

A RV I R A G U S. 

I faint apace.-i-Yc Venerable men, 



:S1 



Kjt CM Art tbis hMfMai po^tiaa« 
If ye am lomh vat in tfank fiufreS place, 
r troft yt wtil i ftbgbt to &Ve tbefe grOTOf 
And, frnitlefs tW I fbi^/ fdrae grfttdiil oftk, 
I trnft will r^tftd its reyertatiaL gkfom 
O'er toy pale a(hes*-*Ali ! that pang was death ! 
Myjf^.qhkr—^ : , [Diif, 

EL ID I? R U & 

: OtAiittsr Alinireher!— • 
EVELINA,: 

..*: ".. .. Yea,; 
Nowheitildui. t feh litt fpirit go 
In a cold figh, and as it imft. methonght 
It paua'd a while ^ andtreiiiUed'oir my lipt ! 
Take me not £Kxn him : Breathlefs as he ]t» 
He is my brother fttll, and if the Gods ' 
Do pleafe to grace hrm with fbme happier being. 
They ne*er can give to him a fonder iifter. 

CHORUS. 
Brethren, (^rround the corfe, and, ere the foe 
Approaches, chaunt with meet Iblemnrty 
lliat giatefol dirge youridying champion claims. 

. S E M I C H O R U S. 
Lo, where incumbent o'er the ihade 
Rome's rav'ning eagfe bows her beaked head f 
Yet while a 'moment iate affords, 
While yet a moment freedom ftays. 
That moment, which outweighs = « - 
EterniV/s nnmeafur'd hoards. 
Shall Mona's grateful Bards employ 
To h/inn their (odlJkA 1^0 \A \hft <ky. 
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SEMICHORUS. 

Ring out, ye mortal ftrings ; 

Anfwer^ thon heavenly harp, inftinCt with fpirft aRr 

TTiat o'er the jafper. arch felf-warhling fwings 

Of bleft Andrafte\xhi[ont:^ 

Thy facred founds alone 

Can celebratethc M 

Of bold Arviragus — Enttr Aului^Didius and Romans* 

AULUS DIDIUS; CHORUS, EVELINA, 

E L I D UR U S. 

A UL US D I D I US. 

Ye bloody priefts. 
Behold we burft on your infernal rites, 
*And bid you paufe. Inftantreftbreour (bldferily 
Nor hope thatTup^(lfti(m*s futhlefs ftep' 
Shall wade in Ron^an gore. Ye favage men, 
Did not our laws give licence to all faiths^ 
We would overturn your altars, headlong heave 
Thefe ihapelefs fymbols pf your barbarous Gods, 
And let the golden futi ihto your caves. , 

Servant of C^yJir, has thine ioipiqii^ tongue : i . . 
Spent the black v^om of its blafphemy ? , 
It has. Then take ou; curfes on thine head, 
Ev'n his fell curfes, who doth reign in Mona, 
Vicegerent (rf* thofe (Jods Ay ptid^ irifult^. 

A.y LXJ-sfriypiius. ^ 

Bold prierf, 1 fcorn tty curfes^ and tl^yfel^ .., -I 
Soldiers, go fearch the caves, an^ free ^h^ prifbrrers. 
Take heed, ^eVeiie^fcfr/ilt/iftfi dii^d. 
Arreft yOfft ywtll f toad Ibiiii With lvtviv^& Vi^»da> 



He fliali.eo Offir anrwer for,hU criqie.^ 

ELIDUliuS., 
Ifl2tiidfC€pftr^dtotriomphbpi7:frii)D«. ; -/ . 

AULUS DI DI 8. 
'lis well, proud boy— Loolt to the btkuteoiis onud; 

ITo'AeJUiBirr. 
Tb»t tmc'd in grief, bends eiW f^n Meedttg torft^ 
Reiped'lielr'lbrrowt. '"■=• ' '■"'■- ' • ' 

Beooe»'^ Ibt fh i i O'iis meiif. 
Te fliall not take jiiqi wiring dms in Uood,^ 
To fliew at Rome, what Britiih virtne was* 
ATsnntr tliebifp^ ,: ,;,^ 

A0 VUS D^Ittl U& ,v 

Fear us iiot^- Priocefry 
We reverence the dead. : 

CHORUS. 

. , Wpuld 100 to heav'Qt 
Ye revcrenc'd the Gods l^ut jev'n enough 
Not to debafe with flavefj's Cruel cliaiii. 
What thef created free; /; ' ' ** 

AULUS D I DIU S. 
The Romans fight 
Not to enilave, but humanize the worl4* ..... 

. C H aR4J,S. r i . . ' 
Go too, we will not parley wfth thee, '^oinan r 
laftant pronounce our dbom. ' . 

" ''''"'A ui;i;:s-;DV'Diui; \ .. 
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This once our clemency ^all fpare your groves^ 
If at our call je yield the Biitifh king : 
Yet learn, when next ye aid the foes of C^ffar^ 
That each old oak, whofe folemn gloom ye boaft. 
Shall bow beneath our axes. 

CHORUS. 

Be they blafted» 
Whene'er thrir (hade forgets to ihelter virtue. 

Enter BARD. 
Mourn, Mona, ipourn. CaraSacus is captive ! 
And doft thou frnile* falfe Roman ? do not think 
He fell an cafy prey. Know, •re he yielded. 
Thy braveft veterans bled. He too, thy fpy, 
The bafe Brigantian prince, hath feal'd hie ^aud 
With death. Bnrfting thro' armed ranks^ thai 

hemm*d * 
The caitiflF round, the brave Caradacus 
Seiz'd his falfe throat ; and as he gave him death 
Indignant thunder'd, * 7'hus is my laft ftroke 
' The ftroke of juftice.' Numbers then oppreft him : 
I faw the Have, that cowardly behind 
Pinion*d his arms ; I faw the facred fword 
Writh'd from his grafp : I faw, what now ye fee. 
Inglorious fight ! thofe barbarous bonds upon him. 

CARACTACUS, AULUS DIDIUS, CHORUS, 

&c. CARACTACUS, 
Romans, methinks the malice of your tyrant 
Might furniih heavier chains. Old as I am. 
And wither'd as you fee thefe war-worn limbs, 
Truft me, they fliall fupport the weightieft load 
Injufticc dares impofe. 



Who ftem'ft tlteimfteMnoTer in tliii bumiei^ 
Stj, doft tboa raKi leTs terror On niy broir, 
IImui wlien thou n^'ft nie ia the fields of war 
Heading my nationt ? No» my fiee^tiorD feat - - 
Hu fcorn flill left to i^MtiAtoihto* thefe e7ca» 
And ftowi^f 4ifia90f 491 ibee.— It it thut I 

Then Pm indeed apipdfe. ■': Mighgr Gods ! 
My fonl, my (onl inbdiitt : Patient it bears ^ 

The p6nd*rour lotid df grief ye- heilp'npbn iti. . * 
Ye«i it witt grovel in^thia flutter'd bi^ft/ 
And be the ftd ticme Vhing»' it ought to be 
Cooptinafer?ilebodjr« 
, AU^U S DI Diuk /\ 

Droop noty- King. 
When Claudius^ the great maftcr of the worldf 
Shall hear the.noble ftory of thy Talonr> 
His pity 

C AR A C T A C U S. 

Can a Roman pity, foldier ? 
And if he can, Gods! mud a Briton bear it f 
jir<uiragus, my bold, my breathlefs boy. 
Thou haft efcap'd fuch pity j thou art free. 
Here in high Mona (hall thy noble limbs 
Reft in a noble grave j pofterity 
Shall to thy tomb with annual reverence brhig 
Sepulchral ftpnes, and pile them to the clouds: 
Whilft mine 

AULUS DIDIUS, 
The morn doth haften our departure. 
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Prepare thee, King, to go: A fau'ring gab 
Now fwells our (ails. 

CARACTACUS. 

Inbiiman, that thou art I 
Doft thoii den/a moment for a father 
To flied a few warm tears o'er, hb dead foo ?; 
I tell thee, chief, Hhis a^ might daun at^life. 
To do it dujj; eve^ a longer life. 
Than fbrrdw ever fuffer*d. Cruel man f 
And thou dehiefi me moments: Be it (b« 
I know you Romans weep not for your children ; 
Ye triumph o'er your tears, and think it valour t 
I triumph in my teara. Yes, beft-lov'd boy. 
Yes, I can v^cep, dan fall upon' thy corfei 
And I can tear my hairs; thefe few grey hairs* 
The only honours war and age have left me. 
Ah fon I thou might'H have ruFd o'er many nations. 
As did thy royal anceftry : But I, 
Raih that I was, ne'er knew the golden curb 
Dj(cretion hapgs o^brav'ry : Elfe perchance 
Thefe men, that faften fetters on thy father. 
Had fu'd to him for peace, and claiin'd his friendr 
>ip." " ■ 

A U L U S D I D I U S. 
But tb^u waft ftill implacable to Rome> 
And fcorn'd her friendfliip. 

e A'kk C T A CtJ S ftafting up from the body. ^ 
Soldier, I had arms. 
Had neighing fteeds to whirl my iron cars, 
Had itreaith, dominion.' Doft thou wonder, Roman, 
I fought to lave them i What if Cafar a\p8 



SiltU tlw world Ctmelf awch at'&yS»r*i fik^^ 

Rctdiii t&j fiitt raraiifWcrf Tee if ibttBtt^ *^ 
ThypridtOhiayfeUed*^. ». - ' • -^^'i ^"'^ ^'i' 

'':-^ C *'fe Vi. C t- A C'^ SL "■-V-- ' 

Hfiditbecalb* die'gUrjdfthj's^^ ''. ,.' 

like mj mSriortiiiiesy Ind been Jbon end trI?U» 

Oblivion't roul j prcj : Now after ftniggib^ 

Nine jretra^ and tbat right brtvd^ ^fpinft^ H 

I amUs flaye to treat at TeeiQa ]m(d good i ' 

If cmel^^ 'twUf beaneafj taik '. 

To bow k Viftcb, atMl >>w ki^d a^^ 

Down to the daft : if weh» his demiency, ' 

When trick'd and yarnifli'd by jonr gloffing penmen^ 

Will ihiqe in honour^s annals, suod adorn 

Himfelf ; it boots not me. Look there, look there. 

The flave that ihot that dart^ kill^d ev^ry hope 

Of lot Caradafu J / Arife, my daughter. 

Alas f poor Prince ! art thou too in vile fejtters T 

[To Elidunu, 
Come hither, jonth : Be thou H> me a Ton, 
To her a brother. Thus with trembling arms 
I lead yon forth ; childrenn we go to Rome. 
Weep'il thou, my girl? I prithee hoard thy tears 
For the fad meeting of thy captive mother : 
Fot we have much to tell her, much to fay 
Of thefe good men, who nuttur'd us in Mona i 
Much of the fraud and malice, that pnrfu'd us i 
Much of her fon^ who poured his precious blood ' 

. : ^ T^ 
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To fave his fire and fifter : Think'ft thou» maid. 
Her gentlenefscan hear the tale, and live ? 
And yet fhe mnft. O Gods, I grow a talker f 
Grief and old age are ever full of words : 
But PH be mute. Adieu ! ye holy men ; 
Tet one look more— -Now lead us hence for ever. 



letters: 



LETTERS. 



tnd m whiA even love had the principal fliare 
Charadera too were drawn as nearly approaching to 
private one^» as Tragic digoily would permit ; and 
afiedions raifed rather from the impnlfe of common 
humanitj, thaii the diftreffes of royalty and the fate 
of kingdoms. Befide tjus* for the fake of natural 
embelliihmenty and to reconcile mere modem rea- . 
ders to that fimplidty of fable, in which I chong^.! 
it neceflary to copy the Andent8» I contrived to lay 
the fcene in an old romantic ibreft. For, by thb > 
meanti I was enabled to enliven the Poem by variovh . 
tottcb'es of paftoral defcription ; not afieOedlf. .: 
brought in from the. ftore*houfe of a pi6tarefq«s''. 
imagination» but neceflarily refulting fiom^ the k^..' 
nery of the place itfelf: A beauty fo eKtrenid^ 
ftriking in the C^Mifi of Milton, and the AsfmMkr- 
it of Shakefpear ; and of which the Greek Mnfe. '' 
(though fond of rural Imagery) has afforded few ex- 
amples, beiides that admirable one in the Pbilgcuttt 
of Sophocles. 

By this idea I could wifh you to regulate ytmt 
cricicifm. I need not, I think, obferve to you tnat 
thefe deviations from the pradice of the Antientt 
may be reafonably defended. For we were long fince 
agreed, that where Love does not degenerate into 
epifodicdl gallantry, but makes the foundation of the 
diftrefs, it is, from the univerfality of its influence, 
a palfion very proper for Tragedy. And I have feen 
you too much moved at the repreientation of feme 
of our beft Tragedies of private ftory, to believe you 
will condemn me for making the other deviation. 



LET- 
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LETTER II. 



\ M glad, you approve the method, I have ta- 
ken, of foftening the rigour of the old Drama, 
have, indeed, foftened it fufficiently for the mo- 
il tafte, without parting with any of the eflenti- 
of the Greek method, I have obtained my pur- 
e : which was to obviate fome of the popular ob- 
ions made to the antient form of Tragedy. For 

current Opinion, you know, is, that by the 
£t adherence to the Unities, it retrains the ge- 
8 of the Poet j by the fimplicity of its conduct, 
iiminifhes the pathos of the fable ; and, by the 
[nifTion of a continued chorus, prevents that 
eeable embarrafs, which awakens our attention, 
1 interefts our paflions. 

The univerfal veneration, which we pay to the 
me of Shakefpear, at the fame time that it has- 
proved our relifh for the higher beauties of Poetry, 
t undoubtedly been the ground- work of all this 
fe criticifm. That difregard, which, in compli- 
ce merely with the tafte of the times, he (hewed 
' all the neceflary rules of the Drama, hath fiacc 
jen confidered as a charadteriftic ot his ?aft 
id original genius ; and confequently fet up as a 
odel for fucceeding writers. Hence M. Voltaire 
marks very juftly, ** que le merite de cet auteur 

a perdu le Theatre Anglois. Le terns, qui feul 

fait la reputation des hommes, rend a la fin Jeurs 

defauts refpedlables/* 

L 2 ^tx. 
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Yet, Tiotwitliftanding the abfurdity of this low 
fuperrtition, the notion is (6 popular amongft Eng- 
lifhmen, that I fear it will never be entirely difcre- 
di:c(l, till a poet rifes up amongft us with a geniirt 
as elevated and daring as Shakefpeare's, and a judg- 
ment as fober and chaftifed as Racine's. But as it 
feems too long to wait for this prodigy, it will not 
furcly be iniproper for any one of common talents, 
who would entertain the public without indulging 
its caprice, to take the bell models of antiquity for 
his guides -, and to adapt thofe models, as near 
as may be, to the manners and tallc of his own 
times. Unless he do both, he will, in effed, da 
nothing. Tor it cannot be doubted* that the many 
grofs faults of our ftagc are owing to the complai- 
fance and fervility, with which the ordinary run of 
writers hnve ever humoured that illiterate, whimfi- 
caU or corrupted age, in which it was their misfor- 
tunt^ to he born. 

Milton you will tell me, is a noble exception to 
this ohlcrvp.tion. He is fo, and would have been a 
nobler, had he not run into the contrary extreme. 
The contempt In which, perhaps with jullice, he held 
the 'd^jt he lived in, prevented him from condefcend- 
in:^ eirher to amiife or inllruv^ it. He had, before, 
given to his unworthy Countrymen the nobleft Poem 
that genius, conJu<fted by antient art could produce; 
and he hid feen them receive it with difregard, if 
not with dlilifie. Confclous therefore of his own 
dignity, anu of rheir demerit, he [(.^oked to pofterity» 
only for his reward, and to po.Lerlty only directed his 
future labouis. Hence it was perhaps that be form- 
ed 
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ed his Sam/on Agonifies on a model more fimple and 
fevere than Athens herfelf would have demanded ; 
and took -/Efchylus for his mailer rather than Sopho- 
cles or Euripides : intending by this condufl to put as 
great a didance as poiTible between himfelf and his 
contemporary writers ; and to make his work (as he 
himfelf faid) much different from ivhat among fi them 
paffed for the hefi. The fuccefs of the Poem was, 
accordingly, what one would have expelled. The 
age, it appeared in, treated it with total ne- 
glfedt ; neither hath that pofterity, to which he apr 
pealed, and which has done ju(lice to mod of his 
other writings, as yet given to this excellent piece 
its full meafure of popular and univerfal fame. Per- 
haps, in your clofet, and that of a few more, who 
unaffefledly admire genuine nature and ancient dm- 
plicity, the Agoniftcs may held a diftinguiftied ranfc. 
Yet, furely, we cannot fay (in Hamlet's phraie) 
" that it pleafes the Miilkn f it is flill Caviar to the 
«* general 

Hence, I think, I may conclude, that^unleft one 
would be content with a very late and very learned 
pofterity, Milton's condu^ in this point (hould not 
be followed. A Writer of tragedy mull certainly 
adapt himfelf more to the general talle ; becaufe the 
Dramatic, of all kinds of Poetry, ought to be moil 
univcrfally relifhed and under flood. The Lyric Mufe 
addreiTes herfelf to the imagination of a reader ; the 
Dida6lic to his iudgment ; but the Tragic (Irikes di- 
redly on his pamons. Few men have a ftrength of 
imagination capable of purfuing the flights of Pin- 
dar i many have not a clearnefs of appreheniion 




I zzz ] 

fuhed to thr reafoDings of Lucretius and Pope : But 
€ver}r man Las pafHous to be excited ; and C¥ef)r 
jjian feels ibem excited by Shakefpeare, 

But, though Tragedy he thus chkflj direaed ta 
the heart, it mud be obferved, that it will feldoni 
attain its eod without the concurrent approbation of 
the iudgment. And to procure this, the arrifiml 
condtudioa of the fable goes a great way, Ja 
Francei the excellence of tbeir feveral poets ii 
chiefly mcafured by this ftandard. And amongit 
our own writera, if you except Shakefpeare (wBo 
indeed oughtj for his other virtues, to be eiempE 
from common rules) you will find, that the moft re- 
gular of I heir compofiTiona h generally reckojied 
their Cl>ef tPoeu^rff^ wtrnefs ihc Ali f&r Lo'Vi of 
Drydeni the Ftnke pnfsrn/^d of Otway, mnd the 
Jam Shore of Rowe, 



L E T T E R m. 



I 



THE fcheihe* you propofed in your laft, it I . 
own pradicable enough. Undoubtedly, moft 
part of the Dialogue of the Chorus might be put 
into the mouth of an Bmma or Matilda, who, wi|^ 
fome little (hew of iifterly concernmeni, might be 
eadly made to claim kindred with Earl Atheiwold* 
Nay, by the addition of a few unneceflary incidents^ 
which would coft me no more ths^ they arc worth 
in contriving, and an unmeaning perfonage or twOi 
who would be as little ezpence in creating, I believe I 

could 
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could quickly make the whole tolerably fit for an 
Englifh Audience. 

But for all this I cannot perfuade myfelf to en- 
ter upon the talk. I have, J know not how (like 
many of my betters) contradted a kind of venera- 
tion for the old Chorus : and am willing to think it 
cflcntial to the Tragic Drama. You (hall hear the 
reafons that incline me to this judgment. They ref- 
fe€t the Poet and the Audience. 

It is agreed, 1 think, on all hands, that in the 
conduct of a fable, the admiflion of a Chorus lays a 
neceiTary reftraint on the Poet. The two Unities, 
of time and place? are efteemed by fome of lefs 
confequence in our modern Tragedy, than the third 
Unity of A6tion ; but admit a Chorus, and you niu(^» 
of ncceflity, reftore them to thofe equal rights, 
which they antiently enjoyed, and yet claim, by the 
Charter of Ariftotle. For the difference, which 
theufe of the Chorus makes, is this: The modern 
Drama contents itfelf with a fad reprefentedy the 
antient requires it to be reprefented before S^eSa- 
tors. Now as it cabnot be fuppofed, that thefe 
Spedtatois ihould accompany the chief perfonages 
into private apartments, one fingle Scene, or um:y 
9J Piaciy becomes ftridtly neceflary. And as thefe 
Spectators are affcmbled on purpo(e_to obferve and 
bear a part in the adlion, the time of that a(5lion be- 
comes, of courfe, that of the fpedtacle or reprefen- 
tation itfelf; it being unreafonable to make the 
Spedlators attend fo long, as the Poet, in bringing 
about his Cataftrophe, may require.' And this is 
ufually the pradlice of the antient Stage. The mo- 
L 4 ^^\\v<fc 



dern, on the contrary, regards very littte thcfe tw« 
capital reflraiots ; and its difufe of the Chorus 
helps greatly to conceal the abfurdity. For the 
Poet» without offending fo much againft the laws of 
probability, may lead his perfonages from one part 
to another of the fame palace or city, when they 
have only a pauitry Servant or infignificant Confi- 
dant to attend them. He may think himfelf at liber- 
ty to fpend two or three days, months, or even 
years, in compleating his (lory ; to clear the ftage 
at the end, or, if he pleafes, in the middle of every 
a6t: and, being under no cpntroul of the Chorus, 
he can break the continuity of the Drama, juft 
where he thinks it convenient ; and, by the aififtancc 
of a brllk fugue and a good violin, can perfuadc 
his audience, that as much time has elapfed as his 
Hero's, or rather his own diftrefs, may demand. 

Hence it is, that fecret intrigues become (as Mr. 
Dryden gravely calls them) the beauties of our mO' 
dern Stage. Hence it is, that Incidents and Bulllc, 
and Bufinefsy fupply the place of Simplicity, Nature 
and Pathos: A happy change, perhaps, for the ge- 
nerality of writers, who might otherwife find it im- 
poflible to fill cette longue carriere de cinq aSes^ 
which a Writer, fufficiently experienced in thefe 
matters fays, eft fi prodigieufement difficile d remplir 
fans Epifides. 

But, whatever thefe Play-makers may have gain- 
ed by rejeding the Chorus, the true Poet has loft 
confiderably by it. For he has loft a graceful and 
natural refource to the embellifhnients of Piflu- 
refque Defcription, fublime allegory, and whatever 
eUe comes under the denomination of pure Poetry. 
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Shakefpeare, indeed, had the power of introducing 
this naturally, and, what is mod (Irange, ofjoining 
it vr \th pure pajfion. But I make no doubt if we had 
a Tragedy of his formed on the Greek model, wfr 
fliould find in it more, frequent, if not nobler indan- 
ces of his high Poetical capacity, than in any fingle 
compofition he has left us. I think you have a proof 
ofthisinr thofe parts of his hiftorical plays, which 
are called Choius's, and written in the common Di- 
alogue metre. And your imagination will eafily con- 
ceive, how fine an ode the defcription of the Night 
preceding the battle of Agfncourt, would have 
tnade in his hands ; and what additional grace it 
would receive from that form of compofition. 

With the means of introducing Poetry naturally 
is loft, alfo, the opportunity of conveying moral re- 
fledtions with grace and propriety. But this comes 
more properly under confideration, when I give yotf 
my thoughts on the advantage the audience receive«l 
from a well-condudle.d Chorus. 



LETTER IV. 



IN my lad I took no notice of that fupericM' ponvp^ 
and majefty, which the Chorus DeceiTartly added 
to the fcene of the Drama. I made no remarks o& 
the agreeable variety-it introduced into the vetfifica- 
tion and metre ; nor ihewed how, by uniting the har^ 
moay of the Lyre to the potnp of the Bolkin, mtiffic 
bccasae intimately connoSied with it» . and.fvmLibed* 
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It with all its atlditional grac<?5. Thefc and many 
other advantagea I might have mfitted upon, had I 
thought them fo material as the two 1 nientioQed ; 
the latter of which, namely » its being a proper ¥e- 
hide for moral and fennment, fs fo materia!, that I 
think nothiag can pollibly atone for the iofs of it. 

In thofe parts of the Drama, where the judgment 
of a mlxt audience is moft liable to hemifled hjwhat 
paflea before iis view, the chief a£lors are generallj 
too much agitated by the furious pafTums^ or too 
much attached by the tender ones* to think coolly, 
and imprefs on thefpeflators a moral fen timent pro- 
perly. A Confidant or Servant has feldom fenfe 
enough to do it, never dignity enough to make it re- 
garded. Jnflead therefore of thefe, the Antients 
were provided with a band of dininguinied perfons^ 
not merely capable of feeing and hearing* but of ar- 
guing, advifing* and refleQingi from the leader of 
which a moral fentiment never came unnaturally, 
but fultably and gracefully ; and from the troop it- 
felf, a poetical flow qf tender commiferation, of re- 
ligious fupplication, or of virtuous triumph, waa 
ever ready to heighten the pathos, to infpirea reve-^ 
rential ,awe of the Deity, and to advance the caufe 
of honefy and of truth. 

If you alk me how it augmented the pathetic, I 
cannot give you a better anfwer than the jibbe VatrJ 
has done in his differtation on the fubjedl, published 
in the Memoirs de V Acad, des Infer, (ffc. " It efFe£l- 
•* ei this (fays he) both in hsodes and dialogue. The 
** wondeitul power pf Mufic and the Dance is uni- 
*< verfaily allowed. And, as thefe were always ac- 
*' companiments to the Odes, there is no doubt buff 

•* they 
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** they contributed greatly to move the paflions. It 
" was neceflary that there ihould be odes or inter- 
** medes, but it was alfo neceflary that thefe inter- 
** mcdes fhould not AifFer the minds of the Audience 
** to coOl, but, on the contrary, fhould fupport and 
•* fortify thofe paffions which the previous fcenes 
*' had already excited. Nothing imaginable could 
** produce this effcdt better, than the choral fongs 
*' and dances, which filled the mind with ideas cor- 
" refponding to the fubjedl, and never failed to add 
•* new force to the fentiments of the principal perfo- 
** nages. In the Dialogue alfo, the Chorus ferved 
** to move the paflions, by fhewing to the fpeflators 
<* other fpeftators flrongly affe^ed by the aflion* A^ 
*• fpedacle of fuch a kind as lis fitted to excite fn us 
*• the paflions of Perron and Pity^ will not of itfelf 
" fo flrongly affedt us, as when we fee others, alfo, 
** afFefted by it. . The painters have generally un- 
«• derflood this fecret, and have had recourfe to air 
** expedient, fimilar to that of the Chorus of the 
*' poets. Not content with the Ample reprefentati- 
** on of an hiftorical event, they have alfo added 
** groups of affiftant figures, and expreft in their fa- 
<« ces the different paflions, they would have their 
** pi6lure excite. Nay they fometin\es inlift into 
<* their fervice even irrational animals. Jn the Jlaugb- 
** ter of the Innocent s^ le Bran was not fatisfied with 
** exprefling aH the horror, of which the fubjedt is 
** naturally capable, he has alfo painted two horfes 
** with their hair fl:anding on end, and flawing back, 
** as afraid to trample upon the bleeding infants. 
**• This is an artifice which has often been employee^, 
*< and which has always fucceeded. A fpod^c^\» 
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*^ (hould do the fame ; and Iphigenia (hould not be 
** fufFered to appear on the Theatre, without being 
''accompanied with perfons capable of feeling her 
** misfortune^.'* 

Had this ingenious Abbe feen the famous Bellifa- 
rius of Vandyke, I am apt to believe he would have 
thought it a much moce noble illuftration of the mat- 
ter. The Soldier in that piece, thougl^ fo much 
condemned by our modern profeflbrs of Fertti for 
being, as thej (ay, the principal Figure, is the very 
thing which raifes this pidture from a iimple Portrait 
(which it muft otherwife have been) to the fineft mo- 
ral painting ; and in Greece would have placed the 
painter amongft that clals of Artids, which they ef- 
teemed the nobleft, the H0OrPA*OI. The great- 
eil Tragic Poet could not have railed a mpre ezqui- 
iite di (Ire fs than this judicious painter has done by 
the attitude of that Soldier ; as well as by the fubor- 
dinate figures, which, with great propriety, are fe- 
male ones ; nothing being fo likely to raife in a mili- 
tary mind that mixture of pity and difdain, which 
he wanted to exprefs, as to fee fuch a hero relieved 
by charity, and that too the charity of girls and old 
women. 

But, returning to my fubjeft, T willjuft obferve 
to you, that if it be proper to a(rill: an audience in 
relifting the pathetic, by (hewing an imitation of 
that pathos in the Chcru?, it is much more fo to in- 
ftru(5t them how to be affefled properly, with the 
charadlers and adions which are reprefented in the 
courfe of the Drama. The charadter of Pierre in 
Venice Prefer<ved, when left entirely to the judgment 
of the audience, is perhaps one of the mod impro- 
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^r for public view, that ever was produced on any 
fiage. It IS aimoil impoflible, but fome part of the 
fpedtators fliould go from the reprefentation with 
very h}(c and immoral impreffions. But had the 
Tragedy been written on the antient plan ; had 
Pierre's charafter been drawn juft as it is, and fome 
few alterations made in Jaffier's, I know no two cba- 
rafters more capable of doing fervice in a moral 
viewt when jullly animadverted upon by the Chorus. 
I don't fay, I would have trufted Otway with the 
writing of it. 

To have done, and to releafe you. Bad charac- 
ters become on this plan as harmlefs in the hands of 
the Poet, as the Hidorian ; and good ones become 
infinitely more ufeful, by how much the Poetic is 
more forcible than the Hiftoiical mode of inftru^lio^. 



LETTER V. 



THE reafon, why in a former Letter you ad- 
vifed me to alter the Chorus, is made, vf^rj 
apparent in your la(l. For, by perfuading mi^ to get 
thi^ Odes fet to muGc, and to ri(k the Play on the 
ftage^ I underftand only that you are willing, any 
how, to make it a more profitable work for me, thaa 
it can poflibly be by means of the prefs alone. 

Yet certainly. Sir, one fingle reflcdipn on our Bri- 
tifh pit. will make you change your fentiments efi^c- 
tusjly. Think only on the trial made by M. Ra- 
cioi^, in a n^ition n\uch before, ou^^s, in a taftefor 
probajulixy a,nd decorum in Theatrical diverilQQ&. Itk 



hh two hft Trftgediefl» 7011 know, I19 bu fiiDf Cnc 
cetded in the TCiy tbiag I timed at ; and haa adapt- 
ed a noble imitation i>f andeat fimplicitj to the ti&it 
-cf his own dmet : particularly infiii AihUixh « poem 
in which the moft fnperb and augnft ipeQade» the 
moft interefting event, and the moft fiiblime tew of 
fnfpired* Poetrj, and all nWy are naturally muted 
Yet I am told, that neither that, nor the Kfibtr, re» 
tains its Choms, when repreiented 09 tlte -Frendi 
Theatre. 

To what is this owing ? To the refinement moft 
certamly of our modem mafic. Ulus art is now car* 
Tied to fuch a pitch of perfeAion, or if yon will of 
corruption, which makes it utterly incapable of be- 
ing an adjan^t to Poetry. lljagrandaH^artna^ 
ftt€ Us p^gris qu€ v^us a^uez fat is Jam la mufiquet 
ont nut enfin d ceux de la veritable Tragedie. Cefi 
un talent t qui a fait tort a un autre i fays M. Vol- 
taire witfi his ufual tafte and judgmemc. Our dif- 
ferent cadences, our divifions, variations, repetiti- 
ons, without which modern mufic cannot fubfift, 
are entirely improper for the expreflion of poetry, 
and were fcarce known to the Antients. 

But could this be managed, the additional expence 
neceflarily attendant on fuch a performance, would 
make the matter impracticable. This Mr. Bryden 
forefaw long ago. The paflage is curious. 

" A new Theatre, much more ample and much 
" deeper, muft be made for that purpofe j befidcs 
*' the coft of fometimes forty or fifty habits: which 
« is an expence too large to be fupph'ed by a com- 
" pany ofaaors. It h true, 1 fbould not be forry 
«* to fee a Cbotms on a Theatre, more than as large 
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** find as deep again as ours, built and adorned at a 
** King's charges ; and on that condition, and.ano- 
** ther, which is, that my hands were not.bound be- 
'* hind me, as now they are, I fhould not defpair 
*• of making; (uch a Tragedy as might be both in- 
** ftruaive and delightful according to the manner 
** of the Grecians.** What he means by having his 
hands hound^ I imagine, is, that he was either en- 
gaged to his fubfcribers for a Tranflation of Virgi!, 
or to the manager of the Theatre for fo many plays 
a feafon. This fufFrage of Mr. Dryden is, however* 
very appoiite to the prefent point. It fcrves. alfot 
to vindicate my defign of imitating the Greek Dra- 
ma. For if he, who was fo prejudiced to the mo- 
dern ftage, as to think intrigue a capital beauty in 
it; if he, I fay, owns that the grand itcxtx, prodejfe 
et delegare was the charadteridic of the Greek Dra- 
ma only, nothing can better juftify my prefent at- 
tempt than the approbation he gives to it in this 
paflage. 

Having now fettled with you all matters of gene- 
ral criticifm, I hope in your next you will give me 
your objections to fcenesy fpeechesy images^ &c. And 
be aflured 1 fhall treat your judgment in thefe mat- 
ters with greater deference, than I have done In 
what related to the Stage and the Chorus. 

Pembroke Hall, 17JI. 

ILLUS- 
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Page 130. V. 18. 
Ontheieft^ 
Refide the f fages (killed in nature's lore : 

t «. e. The Euvates ; one of the three clafles of 
the Druids, apcordingto Am. Marcellinus. Studia li- 
beralium do6trinarum inchoata per Bardos, Euvatest 
& Druidas. This clafs, Strabo tells us, had the 
care of the facrifices» and ftudied natural philofo* 
phy; which here, by ibe cbange/ul univerfe, it 
ihewn to be on Pythagorean principles. Whenever 
the Pri4/is are mentioned in the fubfequent parts of 
the Drama» this order of men is intended to be 
meant, as diftinguiihed from the Druids and Bards. 

Page. 135 V. !!• 

Thou (halt live I 
Yet (halt thou live an interdifled wretch* 
All rights of nature cancelled. 

Alluding to the Druidical power of excommunica-* 
tion, mentioned by Caefar. Si quis aut privatus, 
aut publicus, eorum decreto non ftetit, facrificii« 
interdicunt. Haec poena apud eos eft gravifllma. 

Quibut 

* The above quotations, from antient authors, are here 
thrown together, in order to fupport and explain fome pafla- 
ges in the Drama ofCARACTACUs, that refpeft the manners 
of the Druids ; and which the general account of their cuf- 
tomS| to be found in our biftories of Britain^ does aQtvQ&Vosi^^ 



Qniboi Ite eft intefdiftam, it namero inqMorani te 
federttoraoi htl^tnr . n cqne its petentibu 

j«s rcdditiirp noqne kbaoi idliu commuioatiir* C 
Coaiineiit. lib. vL 

Pkge 137. T.lj. 
Are the milk-w^t fteenjirepftr'd i 
In the mimite de&riptioA which PHoy |pf ei Qt cfjf 
the ceremony of gathering the mifletoe* be tellt 
«t, they fiictificed two white bolle. SeePtiny'sN** 
mral Hiftory, L xvi. c. 44. which Drftytoo, in Ui 
Polyolbion, thus verfifiet. 
Sometimes within mj (hades m maiqr an antieat 

wood» 
WboTe often-twined topf grett Phabus^> firss 

withftood. 
The fearlefs Britlfh prieft, under an aged oab« 
Taklngft milk-white bull, unftrained with the yoke, 
A nd with an ax of gold, from that Jove-facred tree 
T.'ie mifletoe cut down ; then with a bended Imee 
0\ th'unhew'd altar laid, put to the hallow'd firesi 
An*^ whiltl 10 the iharp flame the trembling fleih 

expires. 
As their ftrong fury mov'd (when all the reft adore) 
Pronouncing their defires the facrifice before. 
Up to th'eternal heav'n their bloodied hands did 

rear : 
And whild the murmVing woods ev'n ihudder'd 

as with fear, 
Preach'd to the beardlefs youth the foul's immor- 
tal ilate; 
To other bodies ftill how it fhouIJ tranfmigrate, 
That to contempt of death them ftrongly did 
excite. Ninth Song. 
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Page 1 38. V. 18. 

Where our matron fifter dwells. 
The exillenLe of female Druids feems a(certained 
hy Tacitus, in his defcription of the final deftrudlion 
of Mona by Pauh'nus Suetonius. Stabat pro Htore 
diverfa acies denfa armis virifque intercurfantibus 
fceminis, &c. Alfo by the known ftory of Dlocle- 
fian, on which Fletcher formed a play, called the 

Prophetefs. 

Page 138. V. 21. 

And the potent adder- (lone. 

The ovum anguinum, or ferpent's egg : t fa- 
mous Druidical amulet, thua circumftantially def- 

cribed by Pliny. Praeterea eft ovonim genus in 

magna Galliarum fama, omiiTum Grxcis. Angues 
innumeri aeflate convoluti, falivis faucium corpo^ 
rumque fpumis artifici complexu glomerantur ; An- 
guinum appellatur. Druidae (ibilis Id dicunt in fub- 
limejadlari, fagoqueoportere intercipi, ne^ tellurem 
attingat. Profugere raptorem equo, ferpentei 
enim infequi, donee arceantur, amnis alicujus in- 
terventu, &c. J^at. Hift. 1. xxix. c. 3. 

There are remains of this fuperftiton ftill, both 
in the ifbrthern and weftern parts of our ifland. 
For Lhwyd, the author of the Archeologia, write* 
thus to Rowland ; fee Mona Antiqua, p. 338. 
** The Druid doflrine about the Giain NeUr, ob- 
** tains very much through all Scotland, as well 
'* lowlands as highlands ; but there is not a word 
** of it in this kingdom (Ireland) ; where, as there 
** are no fnakes, they could not propagate it. Be- 
** (ides fnake-ftonesy the highlanders have their 
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** fnailflones, paddock-Rones, &c. to all which 
" they attribute their feveral virtues, and wear 
** them as amulets. And in another letter he 
" writes, The Cornifh retain variety of charms, and 
" have ftill, towards the landVend, the amulet of 
** Maen Magal, and Glain Neidr, which latter they 
" call a Milpreu, or Melpru, and have a charm 
** for the fnake to make it, when they have found 
*' one afleep, and ftruck a hazel wand in the centre 
<• of her fpires." 

Page 152. v. 18. 

Have the milk-white deeds 
Uarein'd, and» neighing, pranc'd with fav'ring 
fteps. 

The few and imperfedt accounts antiquity gives 
us ot ceremonies, &c. which are unqueftionably 
Druidical, makes it neceffary in this, and in other 
places of the Drama, to have recourfe to Tacitus's 
account of the Germans, amongft whom, if there 
were really no eftablifhed Druids, there was certainly 
a great correfpondency, in religious opinions, with 
the Gauls and Britons. The paffage here alluded 
to is taken from his 10th chapter. Proprium gentis, 
equorumque quoque prsefagia ac monitus experiri. 
Publice aluntur iifdem nemoribus ac lucls, candidi 
& nullo mortali opere conta6li, quos preffos facro 
curru, facerdos ac rex, vel princeps civitatis comi- 
tantur, hinnitus & fremitus obfervant, nee ulli auf- 
picio major fides non folum apud plebem, fed apud 
proceres, apud facerdotes. 

Page 
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Page 153. V 14. 
Thou art a king, a fov'reign o'er frail man ; 
I am a Druid, fervant of the gods, 
Such fervice is above fuch fovereignty. 

The fupreme authority of the Druids over their 
kings, is thus aicertained by Dion. Chryfoftom. 

t3 [xiv <6A«64< tKuvHi i^x^iv, rovi J^i ^a-iKictg, 

yd\A( otK^vJctf, kaI 'iroKifjiiJLwg vi»')Q^yt.iviii, Hel- 
modus alfo de Slavis, 1. ii. c. iz. aflerts. Rex 
apud eos modicae ed zftimationis in comparatione 
flaminis. 

Page 1 54, v. 6. 
The time (hall come, when deftiny and death 
Thron'd in a burning car. 

Strabo, and other writers, tell us, the Druids 
taught, that the world was finally to be deftroyed 
by fire; upon which this allegory is founded. 

Page 161. V I. 
The gods, my brethren, 
Have wak'd thefe doubts in the untainted bread 
Of this mild maiden. 

IneiTe enim fanflum quid & providum fceminis pu- 
tant. Nee aut confilia ipforum afpernantur, aut re- 
l^onfa negant. Tac. de morib. Germ. And Svi*^^ 
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to the like purpofe, 1. vii. "Ai/rAffJii yif Tw^ J'uffi* 
J^AiiAovicti dfX^y^^ oioyleti 7df yvvAtKAf. 

Page 165. V 14. 
Behold yon hu^e 
And unhewn fphcre of living adamant. 

This is meant to defcribe the rocking-ftone, of 
which there are feveral flill to be feen in Wales, 
Cornwall, and Derbyfliire. They are univerfally 
fuppofed, by antiquarians, to be Druid monuments; 
and Mr. Toland thinks, ** that the Druids made the 
** people believe that they only could move them^ 
" and that by a miracle, by which they condensed 
" or acquitted the accufed, and often brought cri- 
•* minals to confefs what could in no other way be 
" extorted from them." It was this conjedturc 
which gave the hint for this piece of machinery. 
The reader may find a defcription of one of thefe 
rocking-ftones in Camden's Britannia, in his account 
of Pembrokefhire ; and alfo feveral in Borlafe's hif- 
tory of Cornwall. 

Page 190. V 8. 
—And it*s name 
Trifingus. 

The name of the inchanted fword in the Hervarer 

Saga. 

Page I go. v 14. 
By the bright circle of the golden fun. 

This adjuration is taken from the literal form of 
the old Druidical oatVi, vjVvkVw vV^t^ ^o.'^uniaered to ' 



[ 241 1 
their difciples; and which the learned 5elden, in 
Prolog, de Diis Syr. gives us from Vettius Valens 
Antiochenus, 1. vii. It is as follows: Ti< reuf 
ma^AyliKicUi i(A»v fwitSofJim^ h/cK^ HAIOT [jih 
hfiy KVK^ov Ked SEAHNHS iv»iniK6i /f cfc»<y iZy 
Tf KQt'trav ASTEPHN J^viynii KAi kvkKov AT0» 
KAIAEKA ZQAIQN, iv dvoKfvpoSf ruSrA tx^^Vf 

MLi roi^ ATFAtJ^iVTOif S AfJiVnTOif //» [JL^aJ^iJ^OVAl, 

Tifiiv Tf KAi i/.vni/.nif rS iiffftymaetiAiva d'VfopiiAuy, 
&c. 

Page 198. V 9. 

Near each a white-rob'd Druid, whoft fteriiToicc 
Thundered deep execrations on the foe. 

This account is taken from what hiftory tells us 
did really happen fome years after, when the groveg 
of Mona were deftroyed by SuetoniusJPaulinus. Igi.« 
tur Monam infulam incolis Talidam, 8c receptaculuni 
perfugarum aggrcdi parat, navefque fabricatur pia- 
no alveo, adverfus breve litus & incertum. Sic Pe- 
des ; equites vado fecuti, aut altiores inter undas, 
adnantes equis tranfmifere. Stabat pro litore diver- 
fa acies denfa armis virifque, intercufantibus fcemi- 
nis : in modum Furiarum, vcfte ferali crinibus dejedis 
faces prseferebant. Druidse circum, preces diras 
fublatis ad coelum manibus fundentes» novitate af- 
pe^us perculere milites ut quad haerentibus mem- 
brisy immobile corpus vulneribus praeberent. Dein 
cohortationibus ducis» & fe ipfi (limulantes ne muli- 
ebre k fanaticum agmen pavefcerent» inferunt iigna, 
fl^rnuntque obvlos & igni (uo involvunt. Tac. Ann. 
L xiv. c. 29. 
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llM^lMipdkA l§rn)boU of jom barbiroua gods. 

The Dntidi 4Bd mttetUjr weiflip tke divioitj uw 

^ any fjmbol. Piittliu U ffat htMSmuMXtj into 

4he inoiith of tlu»' Ronaii> as miftftkiDg tlie vaiit 

StomH pheed roand Ae -groTC, for iddi. HlmMTLar 

MA ia bit beautiful defaripdoa of a Draid grotey 

'I ' ,. 

■■ I N fi matocraqiie mcefta dconim . 

Afte/careaty caefifipe extant iflformia tiruada. 

Fhar.Lib.iS. 

Soa^ f uMtgery from <he lame defcription k al& bor- 

f owed in the opening of the Drama. 

P^g^aii.yaf. 

•C—— Soldier, 1 had armi. 
This paflage* and feme others in this fcene* are 
taken from Cara^acus's famous fpeech in Tacitui» 
belbre the throne of Claudittt; bat here adapted to 
bis dramatic charafter. 



Thougli the two following poems are omitted in tHe 
London imprefiion of this work; yet, as they arc 
confefledly written by Mr. Mafon, and were pub- 
lifhed in his name, the reader, it is prefumed, will 
not be difpleafed at finding them annexed to thii 
edition, which the editors were defiroua of reft- 
deiing as complete as polTible. 

An ODE 

Performed in the 

Senatc-Houfe at Cambridge, July i , 1 749, 

At the In(Ullation of his Grace 

Thomas Holles Duke of Newcastle, 
• Chancellor of tKe Univcrfity. 

■■■ " canit erranttm Permejfi ndflumina Galium 

jianas in tnontes ut duxerit una for^rum \ 

Utque ^ir9 Pharhi chorus afjurrexerit omnis, ' 

ViRC. 

Set to Mufick by Mr. Boyce, Compofer to hb 
Majcfty. 

"Richaiive.f f ERE all thy aftive fires diffiifc, 
jtt. Thou genuine Britifli Mufe ; 
Hither delcend from yonder orient iky, 
Cloth'd in thy heat'ii-wovc robe of Vax- - 
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yfiVl. Gome, imperial queen of fongj 

Come with all that free-born grace» 
Which lifts thee from the ferrile throng; 
Who meanly mimic thy^majeftic pace; 
That glance of dignity divine. 
Which fpeaki thee of ccleftial line ; 
Proclaims thee inmate of the (ky. 
Daughter of Jove and Liberty. 

II. 

Recitative^ The elevated foul who feels 

Thy awful impulfe, walks the fragrant ways 
Of honeft unpolluted praife : 
He with impartial juftice deals 
The blooming chaplets of immortal lays : 
He flies above ambition's low career ; 
And nobly throned in Truth's meridian fphc^e, 
Thence with a bold and hcav'n'diredled aim. 
Full on fair Virtue's flirine he pours the rays of fame. 

iir. 

y^ir II. Goddefs ! thy piercing eye explores 
The radiant range of Beauty's ftores, 
Thcfteep afcent of pine-clad hills. 
The filver flope of falh'ng rills, 
Catches each lively-colour'd grace. 
The crimfon of the wood-nymph's face. 
The verdure of the velvet lawn, 
The purple in the eaftern dawn, 
Or all thofe tints, which rang'd in vivid glow 
^ Mark the bold fweep of the celeftial bow. 

IV. 
Recit. But chief Ihe lifts her tuneful tranfports high, 
When to her intelle(5lual eye 
The mental bcautiet tvfe m m^\^!^ ^v^vj •. 
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The facrcd ocal for Freedom's caufe, - 
That fires the glowing Patriot's bread ; 
The hooeft pride that plumes the Hero*s cred. 
When for his country's aid the fteei he draws ^ 

Or that, the calm, yet adtive heat, 
With which mild Genius warms the fage's heart. 
To lift fair fcience to a loftier feat. 
Or flretch to ampler bounds the wide domain of 
art. 
^srllh Thefe thebeftbloiroms of the virtuous mind, 
She culls with tafte refin'di 
From their ambroiial bloom 
With bee-like (kill fhe draws the rich perfume. 

And blends the fweets they all convey. 
In the foft balm of her mellifluous lay. 
V. 
jHecsi. Is there a dime, where all thefe J}eautier 
rife 
In one collected radiance to her eyes ? 
Is there a plain, whofe genial foil enhales 

Glory's invigorating gales, 
Herbrighteft beams where emulation fpxeads, 
Her kindlied dews where fcience iheds. 
Where every ftream of Genius flows. 
Where ev'ry flower of Virtue glows ? 
Thither the Mufe esulting flies, 
There ihe loudly cries— 
Chorus I. All hail, all hail, 

Majeftic Granta ! hail thy aweful name, 
Dear to the Mufe, to Liberty, to Fame. 
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VL 
J^tcit, Tou too, iJluftrious Train, fte greets 
Who fir(t in fhefe tnfpiring feats 
Caught the bright beams of that aetherial firej 
Which now fuWimely prompts you to afpire 
To deeds of nobleft note: whether to (hield 
Your country's liberties, your country's laws ; 

Or in Religion's haliow'd caufe 
To hurl the fiiafts of reafon, and fo wield 
Thofe heav'nly-tempei'd arms, whofe rapid 

force 
Arreds bafe Falfl)Ood in her Impious courfei 
A no drives rebellious Vice indignain from the field* 

VII. 
Air IV. And now (he tunes her plauiive fong 
To you ber fage domeflic th-Fpng ; 
Who here, at Learning'jj richeft ihrine, 
Difpenfe to each ingenuous youth 
The treafures of immortal Truth, 
And open Wifdom's golden mine. 
Recit. Each youth infpir'd by your perfuaiive art, 
Clafps the dear form of virtue to his heart j 
And feels in his tranfported foul 
Enthufiaiiic raptures roll, 
Gen'rcus as thofe the fonsor Cecrops caught 
In hoar Lycacum's ihades from Plato's fire-clad 
thought. 
Air V. O Gr?nta! on thy happy plain 

Still may thefe Attic glories reign : 
Sfili niayil ihou keep thy w^onted (late. 
In unaffeCled grandeur great j 
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Rfdt, Great as this illuftrious hour. 

When he whom George's weil-weigh*d diotcc 
And Albion*8 gfcneral voice 
Hate lifted to the-f'aireft heights of pow'r. 
When He appears, and deigns to ihine 
The leader of thy learned line ; 
And bids the verdure of thy olive bough 

'Mid all its civic chaplets twine, 
And add freih glories to his honoufdbroir. 

IX. 
Jiir VL Hade then, and amply o'er his bead 
The graceful foliage fpread ; 
Mean while the Mofe ihall fnatch the trumps pf 
Fame, 
And lift her fwelling accents high, 
To tell the world that Pblham'i name 
Is dear to Learning as to Liberty. 

Full Cbgrus. The Mufe fliall fiiatch the trump of 
Farne^ 
And lift her fwelling accents high, 
To tell the world that Pelh am's oam^ 
It dear to Learning ai la Liberty. 



M4 ISIS: 
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I S I S: 

An ELEGY. 

Written in the Year 1748. 

FAR from her hallow'd grot, where mlldljr 
bright 
The pointed cryftals ihot their trembling lightu 
From dripping mofs where fpaikling dew-drops fclU 
Where coral glow'd, where twin'd the wreathed 

fhell, 
Pale I/is • lay ; a willow's tewly /hade 
Spread its thin foliage o'er the penfive maid, 
Closed was her eye, and from her heaving breaft 
In carelefs folds loofe flow'd her zonelefs veft ; 
While down her neck her vagrant trefles flow 
In all the awful negligence of woe ; 
Her urn fuftain'd her arm, that fculptur'd vafe 
Where Fulcans art had lavifh'd all its grace ; 
Here full with life, was heav'n- taught Science feen, 
Known by the laurel wreath and mufing mien : 
There cloud-crown'd Fame, her Peace fedate and 

bland, 
Sweird the loud trump, and wav'd the olive wand 5 
While folemn domes, arch'd ihades, and viftas green. 
At well mark'd diflance clofe the facred fcene. 

On 

* The principal river *t Oxfoid. 
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On this the goddefs caft an anxious look^ 
Then dropt a tender tear, and thus fiie fpoke : 
Yes, I cou'd once with pleas'd attention tra^e 
The mimic charms^ of this prophetic vafe ; 
Then lift my head, and with enraptured eyci 
View on yon plain the real glories rife. 
Yes, 1/i^! oft haft thou rejoic'd to lead 
Thy liquid treafures o^er yon fay'rite mead $ 
Oft haft thou ftopt thy pearly car 10 gaze, 
While ev'ry Science nurs'd it*s growing bays ; 
While cv'ry youth with Fam^z ftrong impulfe fil^d 
Preft to the goal, and at the gpal untir'd, 
Snatch'd each celeftial wreath to bind hit broiTf 
The Mufeiy Graces^ Virtues could beftow. 
E'en now fond Fancy leads th^ Tdeal train. 
And ranks her troops on MenCrf^ ample platn^ 
See ! the firm leaders of my patriot line» 
Seel SiJneyf Raleigby Hampden^ Sotners Ihinr. 
See Hougbf fuperior to a tyrant^s doom, 
Smile at the menace of the flave of R^me. 
Each ibvkl whom truth cou'd fire, or virtue move^ 
Each breaft ftrong panting with its country's lovef 
All, all appear ; on me thef grateful fmile. 
The well earned prize of every virtuous toil ; 
To me with filial reverence they bring, 
And hang freih trophies o'er my honour'd fpring. 

Ah I I remember well yon beachen fpray. 
There Addifon firft tun'd his polifli'd lay^ 
*Twas there great Cato'z form firft met his eye, 
In all the pomp of free-born majefty. 
" My fon, he cry'd, obferve this mien with awe, 
f* In folemn lines the ftrong sefemblance draw ; . 
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•* The piercing notes (hall ftrikceacb5r//f)!5 car, 
** Each' Briiijb eye (hall drop the patriot tear 5 
•* And rous*d to glory by the nervous drain, 
•• Each youth (hall fpurn at Sla'v'rfs abjc6t reign, 
** Shall guard with duo's zeal Britannia*^ iaws> 
•* And fpeak, and aa, and bleed in Freedom's caufc-*^ 

The hero fpoke, the bard ai&nting bow'd. 
The lay to Liberty and Cato flow'd ^ 
While Ecbof as (he rov'd the vale along, . 
Join'd the (Irong cadence of his Roman fong. 

But ah I bonv StUlnefi (lept upon the ground. 
How mute Auentkn check'd each riling found f 
Scarce ftole. a breeze to weave the leafy fprayv^ 
Scarce thrill'd fweet Fbilomel her foftel^ lay, 
When Locke \yallc'd muiTng forth ; e'en now I vie^ 
Majeftick Wifdom thron'd upon his brow. 
View Candour fmile upon his modeft cheek. 
And from his eye all Judgments radiance break. 
*Twas here the fage his manly zeal exprell. 
Here ftript vain Faljbood of her gaudy veil j 
Here TrutFs colle<^ted beams fii ll fiird his mind,. 
Ere long to burd in bleffings on mankind j 
Ere long to fhew to reaion's purged eye, 
That ** Nature's firj) heft gift nvas Liberty," 
Proud of this wond'rous fon, fublime I ftood, 
(While louder furgcs fweli'd my rapid flood) 
Then vain as Niohe^y exulting cry'd, 
llfff'us t / roll thy fam'd Athenian tide i^ 

Tho*; 

♦ Sec tKe ftory of Niobe, Horn, 11. 44, md Or. Mettm*- 
B. 6. 
t A river in Attici. &«« Sm. TU«b. iU 4« 



Tho P/4/d's (leps oft mark'd thy neighbVing glfldt, 

Tho' fair ♦ Lycaum lent its awful (hade, 

Tho' ev'ry academic green impreft 

Its image full on thy reliedting breaft. 

Yet my pure dream (hallbiad as proud a name, 

And Britain's Ifis flow with Aitic fame. 

Alas ! how chang'd ! whert now that Attic boaft? 

See ! Gothic Licence rage o*er all my coafl. 

See I Hydra Fadion fpread its impious reign^ 

Poifon each breaft, and madden ev'ry brain, 

Hence, frontlefs crouds, that,, not content to fri^hl 

The blufliing Cynthia from her throne of night, 

Blaft the fair face of day, and madly bold, 

To TreedonL% foes infernal orgies hold ; 

To Freedoms foes, ah ! fee the goblet crown'd. 

Here plaufive fliouts to Freedoms foes refound.j 

The horrid notes my refluent waters daunt, 

The Echoes groan, the Dryads quit their haunt f. 

Learnings that once to all diffused her beam. 

Now (heds by ftealth a partial private gleam. 

In fome lone cloyfter's. melancholy fluude. 

Where a firm few fupport her fickly head ; 

Defpis'd, infulted by the barb'rous frain ; 

"Who fcour, like Thracia'i moon-flruck rout, the 

plain ; 
Sworn foes, like them, to all the Midfe approves^ 
All Phabus favours, or Minerva loves. 
Are thefe the fons my foft'ring breafl: muft rear ^ 
Graced with my name, and nurtured by my care,. 
Muft thefe go forth from my maternal hand 
Ta deal their infults thro' a peaceful land,. 
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And boaft v^hile Freedom bleeds^ and Virtue groanii 
That •* Ifts taught rebellion to her fons?" 
Forbid it, heav'n ! and let my rifing waves 
Indignant fwell, and whelm the recreant daveTf 
In England^ caufe their patriot floods emploj». 
As Xantbus ♦delug'd in the caufe of ?r^. 
Is this deny'd ? then point fome fecret way. 
Where far, far hence thefe guiltlefs ilreams m%j 

ftray; 
Some unknown channel lend, where nature fpreadi 
Inglorious vales and unfrequented meads ; 
There where a hind fcarce tunes his ruftic ftraini. 
Where fcarce a pilgrim treads the pathlefs plaiii» 
Content Fll flow ; forget that e*er my tide 
Saw yon majeflick ftru&ure crown its fide ^ 
Forget that e'er my wrapt attention hung 
Or on the Sage'^ or the Poef^ tongue : 
Calm and refignM ray humbler lot embrace. 
And, pleas'd, prefer oblivion to difgrace. 

^ The river Xaathni* See Horn. II. la tadl i» 
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